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Dramatis Perfonæ. 
X. IN G Hay VI. 
Edward, Son to the King. end Prince of W ales; 
Duke of Somerſet, £ 
_ of Notthumberland, 
r ER 4 d K 
2 72 << 0igg Lajds of King Henry's ſide, 
Earl of Weſtmorland, 
Lord lifford, 
Harl Richmond. a Youth, Ar ͥ KI ing Henry VII. 
Ric ard, Duke of York. 
Edward Eldeſi Son to the D. of York wa K. Edw. IV. 
George, Duke f Garence, ſacand Son to the Duke of York. 
Richard, Duke of Glouceſter, third Son to the Duke of York, 
afterwards King Richard III. 


Edmund, Earl of Rutland, geungeſt Son taube Duke of Kk. 


Duke of Norfolk, 

2 of Montague, 
Earl of Warwick, 

Earl of Salisbury, 
Xarl,of Pembroke, 
Lord Haſtings, 
_ Lord Stafford, | 
Sir John Mortimer, 
" Hugh Mortimer, (uncl to the Duke of York, 
Sir William Stanly, afterwards Earl of Derby. 
Lord Rivere, Brot er to che lady Gray. 
Sir John Montgomery. 
Lieutenant of the Tower. 
Mayor of Coventry. 
Mayor and Alderman of Y ork, 


- Humphry and Sinklo, uo Huntſmen. 
Lewis, King of France. 


Bourbon, Admiral ene. 

Veen Margaret. 

Bona, Siſter to the French King. 

Lady Gray, Widow of Sir Richard Gray, afterward; 
Queen to Edward LV, 


of the Duke of York's Party. 


Soldiers and ocher Arendt, an King Henry, aud Kin! 


- Edward. 
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The Tayrinp PART of 


King H E NR T VI. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 
LONDON. 


Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Fd- 
ward, Richard, Norfolk, Montagne, 
Warwick, and Soldiers. | 


W ARkWIC x, 


Wonder how the King eſcap'd ou: hands! 
tore. While we purſu'd the horſemen 
5 of the north, VI 

12 He lily ſtole away and left his men: 
VV hereat the great lord of Northumber- 


&), 


8 land, 
Whoſe warlike ears.could never brook retreat, 
Chear'd 1 


up the drogping, n himſelf, 
2 


— 


Lord 


2 — — — — 


4 The Third Part of 


Lord Clifford and lord Stafford all a-breaft, 

Charg'd our main battel's front; and breaking in, 

Were by the ſwords of common ſoldiers ſlain. 
Eau. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Buck; 

Is either flain or wounded dangerous, 

I cleft his beaver with a down-right blow : 

That this is true, father, behold his blood. 
Aont.Andbrother, here's the Earl of Miltſbire's blood, 

Whom Tencounter'd as the battels join'd. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did, 
York, Richard hath beſt deſerv'd of all my ſons: 

Is his grace dead, my lord of Somerſet? :?: 
Norf. Such hope have all the line of Fohn of Gaunt. 
Rich, Thus do hope to ſhake King Henry's head. 
War. And ſo do I, vigorious Prince of York, 

Before [I ſee thee ſeated in the throne, 

W- hich now the houſe of Lancaſter uſurps, 

I row by heav'n theſe eyes ſhall never cloſe. 

This is the palace of the fearful King, 

And this the regal ſeat ; poſſeſs it York, 

For this is thine, and not King Henry's beirs, 

Yerk, = fliſt me then, ſweet Warwick, and will; 

For hither we have broken in by force. 

Norf, We'll all aſſiſt you; he that flies ſhall die. 
York, Thanks, gentle Norfolk; ftay by me, my lords; 

And ſoldiers ſtay and lodge by me this night. [ They go up. 
War. And when the King comes, offer him no violence, 

Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt you out by force | 
York, The Queen this day here holds her parliament, 

But litile thinks we fhall be of her council; 

By words or blows here let us win our right, 

Rich. Arm'das we are, let's ſtay within this houſe. 
War. The bloody parliament ſhall this be call'd, 
' Unleſs Plantagenet Duke of York be King, 
And baſhful Henry depo d, whoſe cowardiſe 
Hath made us by-words to ow enemies, | 
Tork. Then leave me not my lords, be reſo'ute 
J mean to take poſſeſſion of my right. | 


ham, 


Mar. Neither the King, nor te tha: loves him beſt, 


Dares 


, The proudeſt he that holds up I aucaſter, 


ha Do i... 
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King Henry VI. 
Dares ſtir a wing, if Warwick ſhake his bells, 


I'll plant Plantagenet, root him up who dare: 
Reſolye thee, Richard, claim the Engliſh crown. 


SCENE II. 


Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weſt- 
morland, Exeter, and others. 


K. Henry, My lords, look where the ſturdy rebel ſi s, 
Even in the chair of ſtate; belike he means 
(Back'd by the power of Warwick, that falſe peer,) 
T*afpire unto the crown, aud reign as King. 
Earl of Northumberland, he flew thy father, 
And thine, lord Clifford, and you vow'd revenge 
On him, his ſons, his fav'rites, and his friends. 
North, If 1 be not, heay'ns be reveng'd on me. 
Clif The hope thereof makes Clifford mours in ſteel. 
Weſt, What, ſhall we ſuffer this? let's pluck him down, 
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 
K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of Weſtmorland, 
Clif. Patience is for poltroons, and ſuch is he: 
He durſt not ſit there had your father liy'd. 
My gracious lord, here in the parliament 
Let us aſſail the family of York. | 
North. Well haſt thou ſpoken, couſin be it ſo. 
K. Henry. Ah, know you not the city favours them, 
And they have troops of ſoldiers at their beck ? 
Weſt. But when the Duke is ſlain, they'll quickly fly. 
R. Henry, Far be the thought of this from Henry's heart, 
To make a ſhambles of the parlizment houſe. 
Couſin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats, 
Shall be the war that Henry means to uſe, 
Thou factious Duke of York deſcend my throne. 


And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet, 
I am thy Soveraign. | 
York, Henry, I am thine. 
Exe. For ſhame come down: he made thee Duke ofrork. 
York, *'T was my Tong, as the Exrldom was, 


. Exe. 


[To the Duke; 
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6 The Third Part of 


Exe, Thy father was'atfaitor' to thecrowry, ; 

War, Exeter, thou art a traitot to the crow, 4 
In followingthis* ufurping Henry. - 

Clif. Whom ſhould he follow but his n tural King? 

War. True, Clifford; andthat's Richard Duke of York. 

K. Henry. And fhall I ſtand, and thou fit in my throne ? 

York, It muſt and ſhall be ſo, content thy ſetf. 

War. Be Duke of Catitaſity, let him be King. 

Weft. He is both King and Duke of Lancaſter, 

And that the lord of Hemorland ſhalt maintain. 

Mar. And Warwick (hall diſproveit. Voutorget, 
That we are thofe which chas'd you from the fietd, 
And flew your fathers, and with colours ſpread 
March'd through the city to the palace gates. 


re 
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North. Yes Warwick, I remember it to my grief, b 
nd by his foul thou ard thy hovſe ſhall rue it. 2 
Weſt. Plantapentt, of thee and theſe thy ſons, 3 
Thy kinſmen and thy friends; l' have mote lives 1 


Thin dtaps of blood were in my father's veins. 
Clif. Urge it no more, leſt that inſtead of worde 
1 ſend thee; Warwick, ſuch a meſſenger, 
A ſhall revenge his death before I ſtir, 
Har. Poor Clifford! how J ſcorn hisworthlefs threats, 
York Will you; we'ſhew! our title tothe ctoWn: 
1f not our ſwords ſhall pleaq it in the fie'd; : 
K Herry. What ritte Haft thod, traitor.cothe crowtt? 
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of rr; 
Thy grandfither Roger Mortimer, Eatl of March. 
] ani the ſon of Henry the Fifth, g 
Who mide the Dauphin andi the PreHt# to ſtbop, 
And ſeiz'd updi their towns atid provinces; 
— War. Fal not of Pyante ſith thoii haſt loſt it all. 
K. Henry. The lord Protector loft it, and not 1; 
Wien | wererdwhn'd l wesbut nne months olck. 
Rich; You are old enough now, and yet methinks 
you loſe: | 870 N | 
Father, tear the crown from the uſurper's bead. b 
Ed w. Sheet father do ſo, ſet it on your head. 
Mort Gobd brother; a8 thou ow Raitt Honour far 
Let's fight it out, and not ſtand cavillipg thus. 


Ric h. 


= 


. r Alt 


King HEN N VI. 7 
u Jones drums and trumpets, and the King will 
y. | 
Tork. Sons, peace. | | 
K. 1 Peace thou, and give King Henry leave to 
En 
W ſhall ſpesk fieſt : hear him, lords, 
And be you ſilent and arrentive-too, 
For he that interrupts kim. ſhalkaor live. | 
R. Henry, Think'Rfhou. tht] will-leave my kingly 
throne, | | 
W herein »v grandſire and my father.ſat ? 
No : firſt ſ al wat unpe-»ple this my realm; 
Ay, and their colours often born in Frazce; 
And now in Englandite our heart's great forrow, 
Shall be my -winding_ſheet:; why-fwnt you, lords? 
My title's god and better far than his. | 
War. But prove it, Henry, and thou ſhalt-be Ring, 
K. Henry. Henry the Fourth by conqueſt got the crown. 
York. TwWas by rebellion againff his King. ; 
K. Henry. I know not«what to ſay, my ti:le's weak: 
Tell me, may not a King, adopt an heir :. , 
York, What then? | 
K. Henry, And if he may, then am I lawful King: 
For Richard in the view of many lords, 
Reſign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe beit my father was, and I: am his. 
York, He rofe againff him being his Severaign, 
And, made him to reſign his crown perforce. 
War. Suppoſe, my lords, he did it unconſtrain'd, 
Think you 'twere prejudicial to his crown? 
Exe No, for he could not ſo 1 his crown, 
But that. tlie next heir ſhould ſucceed and reign. 
K. Henry. Art thomagainſt us, Duke of Exerer ? 
Exe, Nis is the right, and' therefore pardon me. 
Tork. Why whiſper you, my lords, and anſwer not? 
Exe. My conſcience: tells me he is. law ful King. 
K. Henry. All will revolt from me and turn to him. 
Narah, Plantaganet, for all the claim rhowlay'ft, * 
Think not that Henry ſFall\be ſo depos'd. 
War, Depos'd he {hall be in deſpight of all, 
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8 The Third Part of 


9. North, Thou att deceiv'd: tis not thy ſouthern power 


Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy 
 Wherel 


Ot Eſſex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, 
W hich makes thee thus preſumptuous and proud, 
Can ſet the Duke up in deſpight of me. | 
Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
fence 3 
May that 8 gape and ſwallow me alive, 
hall kneel to him that ſlew my father. 
X. _— Oh Clifford, how thy words reyive my 
eart. 
Tork. Henry of Lancaſter, reſign thy crown: 
W hat mutter you, or what conſpire you, lords? 
War. Do right unto this princely Duke of York, 
Or 1 will fill this houſe with el men, 
Aud o'er the chair of ſtate where now he ſits 
Write up this title wich uſurping blood. 
He ſtam pe with his foot, ana the ſoldiers ſhew themſelves, 
K. Henry, My lord of Warwick, hear me but one 
f word; 
Let me for this time reign as King, 
Tork. Confirm the crown to me and to mine heirs, 
And thou ſhalt reign in quiet while thou liv'ſt. 
K. Henry, I am content: Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my deceaſe, 
Clif. What wrong is.this unto the Prince your ſon ? 
War. What good is this ts England and himſelf? 
Weſt, Baſe, fearful and 9 Henry! 
Clif. How haft thou injur'd both thy ſelf and us ! 
Weft. I cannot ſtay to hear theſe articles, 
Nerth, Nor I. 
Clif. Came couſin, let us tell the Queen theſe news. 
Weſt. Farewel, faint-hearted and degen'rate King, 
In whoſe cold blood no ſpark of honour bides. 
North. Be thou a prey unto the houſe of York, 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed, 
Clif. In dreadful war may'ſt thou be overcome, 
Or live in peace abandon'd and deſpis'd. 


[Exeunt Nor, Cliff. Weſtm. 
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King HENRY VI. 9 


Har. Turn this way Henry, and regard them nor. 
Exe, They ſeek Revenge, and therefore will not yield. 
K. Henry. Ah Exeter ! — 


—_— 
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War, Why ſhould you ſigh, my lord? 1 
K. Henry. Not for my ſelf, lord Var wick, ut my fon, 1 
Whom I unnaturally ſhall diſinherit. | * 
But be it as it may; I here entail 2 
The crown. to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; ® 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 4 
To ceaſe this civil war: and whilſt 1 live 1 4 
To honour me as thy Kiog and Soveraign: Y 
Neither by treaſon nor hoſtility 'B 
Ty ſeek to put me down, and reign thy ſelf. 3 
Tork. This oath 1 willingly take, and will perform. 5 
War. Ong live King Henry: Plantagenet, embrace 3H 
im. " 

K. 2 And long live thou, and theſe thy forward 1 
ons. 1 | 


Tork. Now York and Lancaſter are reconcil'd. 
Exe, Accurſt be he that ſeeks to make them foes, 

[ Sonnet, Here they come down, 
York, Farewel my gracious lord, I'll to my caſtle, 
War. And I'll keep London with my ſoldiers. 
Norf. And I'll to Norfolk with my followers, 
Mont, And I unto the ſea, from whence I came. Exit. 
K. Henry. And I with grief and ſorrow to the court. 
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Enter the Queen, and the Prins of Wales, 


Es. Here comes the Queen, whoſe looks bewray 
her anger: 


J'll ſteal away. 
R. Henry, So Exeter, will 1. Going. 
Queen, Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee— 


K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ſtay, 
Queen, Who can be patient in ſuch extremes ? 


Ah wretched man! would 1 had dy'd a maid, 
r A 5 And 


to. The Thitd Pars of 
And never ſeen thee, never born thee ſon, 
Seeing thou haſt prov'd fo unnar'ral a father. 
Hath he deſerv'd to loſe his birth-right thus? 3 
Hadſt thou but lov'd him Half ſo much as I, jo 
Or felt that pain which did for him once, z 
Or nouriſht him as I did with my blood; 
Thou wouldſt have left thy deareſt heart: blobd the re, 
Rather than made that ſavage Dake thine heir, 
And diſinherited thine only ſon, 
Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me: 
If vou be King, why n uld not T turceed? 
K. Henry. Pardon me, Marg'ret; pardon me, fweer 
ſon 3 | 
The Earl of Warwick and'the Duke enforc'd me. 
Queen, goes thee? Art thou King, and wilt be 
orc'd ? 1 
I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak ; ah, tim*rous Wretch! [ 
Thou haft undone thy ſelf, chy for, arid me, N 
* given unto the houſe of York ſuch head, i 
s thou ſhalt reign but by their ſufferarice, | 
To entail him and's heirs unto the crown, . 
W hat is it but to make thy ſepulchre, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais, . 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow ſeas, 0 
The Duke is made Proteckłor of the realm. i 
And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe? ſuch ſafety finds : 
The trembling lamb, environed with wolves. 8 
Had I been there, which am a filly woman, b 
The ſoldiers ſhould have toſs'd me on their pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that af. 
ut thou preferr'ſt thy lite before thine honour, 
d ſeeing thou doff, 1 Here divorce my (af 
Both from thy table, Henry, and thy bed, gy 
Until that act of parliament, be repeal'd, 
W hereby my ſon is difinherited. 
Fhe northern lords, that Bave forſworn thy colouts; 
Will follow mine, if once they fee them ſpread: 1 
And ſpread they ſhall be, to thy foul diſgrace, BY 
And utter ruin of the houſe of Toth. i 
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Ring His ny VE. 11 

Thus. do IL leave thee; come ſon, let's away, 

Our army,s ready, come, we'll\after them. | 
K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and heat me. ſpeak, 
Veen. I hou haſt ſpoke too much alrcady ; got the e 

ne. 
K. W — Genile ſon Edward, wilt thou ſtay with me? 
Queen. Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. | 
Prince. When! return with victory from the ſteld, 
I'll ſee your grace; till then Il follow ber. 
Queen. Come, ſoa, away, we may riovlinger thus, 
Bxerent een and Pravee. 
K. Henry. Poor Queen, how: love to me and to lier 
if 
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Hath made her break out into terms of rage. 
Reveng;d.may ſhe be on that hateful Duke, 
© Whoſe haughty ſpirit winged with defire 
Will coſt my crown, and like: an empty eagle 
Tire on the fleſh of me, and of my ſon, 
, The loſs of thoſe three lords-torments my heart; 
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I'll write unto them, and intreat them fair; 
Come, Couſin, you ſhall be the meſſenger. 
5 Exe. And as l hope ſhall reconcile them all. ¶ Exeuns. 


: SCENE lv. 
. Changes to Sandal-Caſile in Yorkſhire, 
5 Enter Richard, Edward; aud Montague. 


” Rich, another, though I be youngeſt, give me leave. 
1 Edu. No, | ean better play the orator, 
Mont, But I have reaſons ſtrong aud forcible; 


Enter the Duke of York. 


Tork. Why how now ſons: and brother, at a fitife > 
What is your quarrel? how began it firſt ? . 
Edu. No quarrel, but a flight contention, 

York, About What? | 


N Nich. 


12 The Third Part of © 

Rich, About that which concerns your grace and us, 
The crown of England, Father, which is yours. 

. York, Mine, boy? not till King Henry be dead. 
- Rich, Your right depends not on his life or death. 

Edw, Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving th*houſe of Laxcaſter leave to breathe, 

E will out-ran you, father, in the end. Ht 
Tork. I took an oath that he ſhould quietly reign. 

Edw, But for a kingdom any oath may be broken : 
I'd break a thouſand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich, No; God forbid your grace ſhculd be forſworn. 

Tork. I ſhall be, if I claim by open war, 

Rich. I'll prove the contrary, if you'll hear me ſpeak, 

York. Thou can't not, ſon, it is im poſſible. 

Rich. In oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a true and lawful magiſtrate, 

That hath authority o'er him that ſwears. 
Henry had none, but did uſurp the place. 
Then ſeeing twas he that made you to depoſe, 
Your oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous, 
Therefore to arms: and, father, do but think 
Hew ſweet a thing it is to wer a crown, 
Within whofe circuit is Elyſum, 

And all that poets feign of blils and joy. 
Why do we linger thus? I cannot reft, 
Until the white roſe that I wear bedy'd 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart, 

York, Richard, enough; 1 will be King, or die, 
Brother, thou ſhalt to London preſently, 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprize. 

Thou, Richard, ſhak to th' Duke of Norfolk go, 
And tell him privily of our intent, 
You, Edward, ſha}l-unto my lord Cobham, 
Wich whom the Kentiſhmen will willingly riſe. 
In them I truſt, for they are ſoldiers, X 


© Wirry, courteous, liberal, full of ſpirit. 


While you are thus employ'd, what reſteth more 
Rut that I ſeek occaſion how to riſe ? 
And yet the King not privy to my drift, 
Nox any of the houſe of kaxcafter, 
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Enter - 
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King Hznay VI. 3 
. Enter Gabriel. 


But ftay, what news ? why com'ſt thou in ſuch poſt? 
Gab. The Queen, with all the northern Earls and 
3 Lords, 
Iatends here to beſiege you in your caſtle. 
She is hard by with twenty thouſand men; 
And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 
York, Ay, with my ſword. What, think'ſ thou that 
we fear them ? 
Edward and Richard, you fhall ſtay with me; 
My brother Mentague ſhall poſt to London. 
Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the reſt, 
ham we have left Protectors of the King, 
With powerful policy ſtrengthen themſelves, 
And truſt not ſimple Henry nor his oaths. 
Mont, Brother, 1 go; I'f win them, fear it not: 
And thus moſt humbly 1 do take my leave. 


[Exit Montague, 


Enter Sir John Mortimer, and Sir Hugh Mortimer. 


York. Sir ohn and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour, 
The army of the Qu:en-means to beſiege us. 


Sir John, She ſhall not need, we'll meet her in the 


field. | 
York. What, with five thouſand men? 
Rich, Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need : 
A woman's general; what ſhould we fear? 


[ 4 March afar off. 


Edw: I hear their drums: let's ſet our men in orde 
And iſſue forth, and bid them battle ſtrait. 


York, Five men to twenty! though the adds be great, 


I doubt not uncle of our victory. 

Many a battle have I won in Fraxce, . 

When 2s the enemy hath been ten to one: 
Why thould I not now have the like ſucceſs 2 | 


ulm. Exit.” 
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14, The Third Part e 


SCENE V. 
Enter Rutland and his Tutor. 


Nut. Ah, whither mall I fly to (cape their hands ? 
Ah, tutor, look where bloody Clifford comes, 


Enter Clifford. 


chf. Chaplain away, thy prieſthood ſaves thy life : 
As for the brat of this-accurſed Duke, 

Whoſe father flew my father, he ſhall die. 

Tutor, And I, my lord, will bear him company. 

Clif. Soldiers, aWay with him. f 

Tutor. h, Clifford, murder not this innocent chld, 
Left thou be hated both of God and Man, Exit, 

Clif. How now ? is he dead already? or is it fear 
That makes him cloſe his e es? I'll open them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up Lien o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws ; 
And ſo he walks inſulting o'er his prey, 
And ſo he comes to rend his limbs aſunder. 
Ab gentle Clifford, kill me with thy ſword, 
And not with ſuch a cruel threatning look. 
Sweet Clifford, hear me ſpeak before I die: 
I am too mean a ſubject: of thy wrath, 

Be thou reveng'd on men, and let me live. 

Clif. In vain thou ſpeak'ſt, poor boy: my father's blood 
Hath ſtopt the paſſage where thy words ſhould enter. 

Rut. Then let my father's blood open't again: 

He is a man, and, Clifbrd, cope with him, 

Clif. Had I thy brethren here; their liyes and thine 
Were not revenge ſufficient for me. 

No, if 1 digg'd up thy forefathers graves, 

And hung Fir rotten coffins up in chains, 

It could not flake mine ire, nor eaſe my heart. 
The fight of any of the houſe of York 

Is as a fury to torment my foul: 

And till E root out their accurſed line, 
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King HAN R VE 135 
And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
Therefore 3 
Rut. O let me pray before I take my death: 
To thee I pray — ſweet Clifford, pity me. 
Cliff. Such pity as my rapfer's point affords. 
Rut. I never did thee harm; why wilt thou ſlay ed? 
_ Clif. Thy father hath. | 
Rut. But twas ere | was born, 
Thou haft one ſon, for his ſake pity me, 
Leſt in revenge thereof (ſith God is juſt) 
He be as miſerably flair as l. 
Ah, let me live in priſon all my days, 
And when give occaſion of offence, 
Then let me die, for now thou haſt no cauſe. 
Clif. No cauſe! | 
Thy father flew my father, therefor e die. f Clif, abs m 
Rut Dit faciant laudis ſumma ſit iſta tua 
Clif. Plantagenet, I come Plantagenet, 
And this thy ſon's blood cleaving to my blade 
Shall ruſf upon my weapon, till thy blood 
Congeal'd with this do make me wipe off both. Citi 


SCENE VI. 
Alarum. Enter Richard Dale of York, 


York. The army of the Queen hath got the field 3 
My uncles beth are ſlain jn reſcuing, me, 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn back, and fly like ſhips before the wind, 
Orlambs purſu'd by hunger-ſfarved wolves. 
My ſons, God knows what hath bechanced them; 
But this I know, they have demean'd theniſelyes 
Like men born to renown, by life or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me, 
And thrice cry'd courage father, fight it out; 
And fall as oft came Edward to my ſide,; 
With purple falchion painted to the hilt 
In blood of thofe that had ericounter'd him: 


16 The Third Part of 


And when the hardieſt warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd, Charge! and give no foot of ground; 
And cry'd, a crown, or elfe a glorious tomb, 
A ſcepter or an earthly ſepulchre, 
With this we charg'd again; but out alas, 
We bodg'd again; as I have ſeen a Swan 
With bootleſs labour ſwim againſt the tide, 
And ſpend her ſtrength with over-matching waves. 
| [4 ſhort alarum within. 
Ah hark, the fatal followers do purſoe, 
And I am faint and cannor fly their fury. 
And were I ſtrong, I would not ſhun their fury. 
The ſands are number'd that make up my life, 
Here muft I ſtay, and here my life mutt end. 


Enter the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince 
; of Wales, and Soldiers. 


Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

1 dire your quenchleſs fury to more rage: 

I am your butt, and I abide your ſhot. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 
Clif. Ay, to ſuch mercy as his ruthleſs arm 

With downright payment ſhew'd unto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath tumbled: from his car, 

And made an eveding at the noon-tide prick. 
York, My aſhes, as the Phoenix, may brig forth 

A Bird that will revenge upon you all: | 

And in that hope I throw mine eyes to heiy'n, 

Scorning whate'er you can afflict me wi h. 

Why come you not? what ! multitudes and fear! 
Clif. 8 cowards fight when they can fly no far- 

tber; 


So doves do peck the falcon's piercing talons; 
So d-ſp'rate thieves, all hopeleſs of theic lives, 
Breathe out invectives gainſt the officers. 

York, Oh Clifford, but beth nk thee once again, 
And io thy thought o'er-rug my former time; 
And if thou ean'k for b'uſhing view this face, 


* 1 1 


And 


And bite thy tongue that flanders him with cowardiſe, 
Whoſe frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this, 

Clif. 1 will not bandy with thee word for word, 

Bux buckler with thee blows twice two for one. 
Queen, Hold, valiant Clifford, for a thouſand cauſes 
J would prolong a while the traitor's life: 

Wrath rhakes him deaf; ſpeak thou Northumberland. 

North, Hold Clifford, do not honour him ſe much, 
To prick thy finger, though ts wound his heart. 

W hat yalour were it, when a cur doth grin, 
For one to thruſt his hand between his teeth, 
When he might ſpurn him with his foot away? 
It is war's prize te take all vantages, 

And ten to ons is no impeach of valour. 

Clif. Ay, ay, fo ſtrives the woodcock with the gin. 

North. So doth the copy ſtruggle in the net. 

York, So triumph thieves upon their conquer'd booty z 
So true men yield, withrobbers ſo o'er-matcht. 

North, What would your grace have done unto him 

now ? 

Nuten. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this mole-hill here, 
That raught at mountains with out- ſtretched arms, 
Yet parted but the ſhadow with his hand, | 
What, was it you that would be England's Ring? 
Was't you that revell'd in our parliament, | 
And made a preachment of your high deſcent ? 
Where are your meſs of ſohs to beck you now, 
The wanton Edward, and the luſty George ? 

And where's that valiart crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies? 

Or with the reſt, where is your darling Rutland: 
Look York, I ſtain'd this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford with his rapier's point | 
Made iſſue from the boſom of the boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

J give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. i 
Alas poor York, but that I hate thee deadly, 


King HENRY VI. 


: 


= 


— 


by — 4 — ; — . == - 
. rer CRT T_T TIT n * EF 


—— — = - % 
* 2 
3 by - 
* — Ph 


as” | 
Rea. ES 
22 


* - mY 
s K — If 4 12 — 8 A - 
5 o 


- — — 
3 — 6 2 
- ESTA Y 


— 2 


5 
1 
. 0 
1 


4 


Fe rn a 
n 


3 


2 N 


— . * 
2 3 
— ho — 


— 1 
* OY AE 7 


© _ Sa. 


— 


16% The Third. Purs of, 


I ſHould lam ent thy miſerable ſtate. | 
. 1 pr'ythee grieve, to make me merry, Tork. 
W bat, hath thy fiery heart ſo parekt thine intrails, 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death? 
Why art thou patient, man? thou ſhould!{tbe mad; 
And I, to make thee mad, do mock. thee thus: 
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may ſing and dance, 
Thou would'ſt be fee'd, | ſee, to make me ſport: 
York cannot ſpeak unleſs he wear a crown, 
A crown for Jork — and, lords, bow low to him: 
Hold you his hands whilſt. I do ſet it on, 

| | Putting a paper crown on his head. 
Ay marry Sir, now looks he like a King: 
Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair, 
And this is he- was his adopted heir. 
But how is it, that great Plantagenet 
Is-crown'd ſo ſoon, and broke his ſolemn. oath ? 
As I bethiok me, you ſhould not be King, 


—_—— 


Till our King Henry bad ſhook hands with death, 

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory, 

And- rob his: temples of the diadem, . 

Now in this lite, againſt the holy oath 2 

Oh, tis a fault too too unpardonable x, 2 * 

Off with the crown; and with the erown his head, 

And whilſt we: breathe take time to-do him dead. 
Clif, That is my office, for my father's ſake. 
Queem Nay ſtay, let's hear the oriſons he makes. 


York, She-wolf. of France, but worſe chan wolves: of 


France, it | | 
Whoſe tongue more. poifons- thaw the- adder's tooth; 
How ill beſeeming js it. in thy. ſex- 
To triumph like an Amazoxian trull, 
Upon their woes whom forme captivates.? 
But that thy face is vizerd-like, unchanging, 
Made impudent with uſe, of evil deeds;. 
I would aſfay, proud Queen, to make thes bluſh. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ſt, of whem.deriv'dy. 
Were ſhame enough to ſhame the, Wert. chou not 
ſhameleſs: : | fs 6 
| Thy 
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Vet not ſo wealthy as an Hugli 


Of both the Sicils and Firuſalem. 
ved map. 
Hath that pber monarch taught thee to inſult ? 


It needs not, nor it boots* thee not, proud Queen, 


lets the adige muſt be vetify'd; 


That begzars mounted run theft horſe to death, 
'Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud, 
But God he knows thy ſhare thereof is mall. 


> 'Tis vir ue that doth make them moſt admir'd, 
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The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at: 


'Tis government that makes them ſeem divine, 

The want thereof makes thee aborfinable. 

Thou art as oppoſite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the ſouth to the Septentrion. 

Oh tyger's heart wrapt'in a woman's hide, 

How could'ſt thou drain thelife-blood of the chit1d; 

Tor bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be ſeen to wear & womars face? 

Women are ſoft, mild, pitiful and flexible; 

Thou ſtern, obdurate, flinty, rough,. remörſeleſt 

Bidft thou me rage why now thou haſt thy wiſh. 

Would 'ſt have me weep? why new ythott haft thy will. 

Fot raging; wind blos up inceſſant [how'rs; 

And when the rage allays, the rain begins. 

Theſe tears are my ſweet Rutland's obſequies, 

And ev'ry drop cries vengeance to his death, 

'Gainſt thee fell Clifford, and thee falſe French woman, 
North, Beſhrew me but his paſſions move me lo, 

That hardly can | check mine eyes from tears. 
York, That face of his 

The hungry carnibals would not have toucht, 

Would not have ſtain'd the roſes juſt with blood: 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, 

Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 

SeF, riithleſs Queen, a hapleſs father's tears: 

This cloth thou dip'dft in blood of my ſweet boy, 

And I with tears do waſh the blood away. 


Keep 
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| Thy father bears the ty pe of Ring of Naples, 
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28 The Third Part of 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaſt of this; 
And if thou tell'ſ the heavy Story right, 
Upon my ſoul the hearers will ſhed tears : 
Yea, even my foes will ſhed faſt-falling tears, 
And fay, alas, it was a piteous deed, 
There take the crewn, and, with the crown my curſe, 
And in thy need ſuch comfort come to thee, 
As now I reap at thy too cruel hand. 
Hard- Hearted Clifford, take me from the world, 
My ſoul to heaven, my bloed upon your heads, 
North, Had he been ſlaughter-man to all my kin, 
I ſhould not for my life but weep with him, 
To ſee how inly ſorrow gripes his ſoul. 
Seen, 3 weeping ripe, my lord Northumber- 
and 
Think but upon the wrong he did us al), 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 
Clif. Here's Tho my 1 here's for my father's death, 
[Stabbing him, 
geen. And here's to right our gentle-brarted King. 
. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God, | 
My ſoul flies through theſe wounds, to ſeek out thee, - 
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. . [ Dies, 
Queen, Off with his head, and ſet it on York gates; 
80 Tork may everlook the town of York, LExeunt, | 
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A March, Enter Edward, Richard, and their Power, 
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1 Wonder how our princely father ſcap'd; 
Or whether he be ſcap'd away, or no, 
From Clifford's and ' Northumberland's purſuit ? 
Had he been ta'en, we ſhould have heard the news; 
Had he been ſlain, we ſhould have heard the news; 
Or had he ſcap'd methinks we ſhould have heard 
The happy tidings of his goed eſcape, 
How fares my brother? why is he ſo ſad? 
Rich, I cannot joy, until I be reſolv'd 
Where our right valiant father is become. 
I faw him in the battel range about, 
And watcht him how he ſingled Clifford forth 
Methought he bore him in the thickeſt troop, 
As dotha lion in a herd of neat; | 
Or as a bear encompaſs'd round with dogs, 
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See how the — opes her golden gates, 
And takes her flrewel of the glorious ſun; 
How well reſembles it the prime of youth, 
Trim'd like a yonker prancing to his love? 
Edw, Dazle mine eyes! or do I ſee three ſuns? 
Nich. 


Who having pincht a few and made them cry, 15 
The reſt ſtand all aloof and bark at him. * 
So far'd our father with his enemies, 1 
So fled his enemies my warlike father: oF 
Methinks 'tis prize enough to be his ſon, 1 


22 Ihe Third Part of 
Rich. Three glorious ſuns, each one a perfect ſun, 
Not ſepatsted with the racking clouds, 
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heard of. 
IL chink it cites us, brother, to the field, 
That we the ſons of brave Plantagenet, 
Each one already blazing by our meeds, 
Should notwithſtanding join our lights together, 
And over-ſhine the earth, as this the world. 
W hate'er it bodes, . benceforward will I bear 
Upon my target three fair {hining (uns. 
_ Nays bear three daughters: by. your leave, I 
ſpea it, 
You love the breeder better than the. male. 


Euter 4. Meſſenger. 


Zut what art thou, whoſe heavy looks forete] 
Some dreadful ſtory hanging on thy tongue? 
Meſ. Ah! one that was a wof Llooker on 
When as the noble Duke of York Was lain, 
Your princely father, and my loving lord. 
Edw. Oh ſpeak. no more! for I. have -haard toe 


much. 
Rich, Say how he -dy'd, for L. will bear it al. 
Meſ. Environed he was with many ſaes, 
And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of Tray 
Againſt the Greeks:that would have entred Trey. 
But Hercules himſelf muſt yield to odds; 
And many ſtroake, though with a little ax, 
Mew down and ſell the hirdeſt timber'd oak. 
By many hands your father was ſubdu'd, 
But only ſlaughte d by the ireful arm 
Of uarelenting Clifford and the Queen ; 
«Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
| / | Laugh'd 
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The rmhlaſs Queen, gave him, todey his cheek, 


Now thau art gone we have nohflaff, no tba 
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Laugh'd in his face; and when with grief he wept, 


A napkin ſteeped in he baxmleſs blood 

Of from young Rutland, by rough Clifford ſlain: 

mAndatter many ferns, many: aul assunts. N 

They took his head, and on the gates of-Yonk 

They ſed the ſam e, and there it doth gamajn = 

The ſiddeſt/ ſpectaele 4hat ger Inviewid. | 
Edu. Sweet Duke of York, ,our:prop £0:lean-ppon, 
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Oh Clifford, haàiſt raus (Cliferd, thou haſt ſlain 
The flower of Eurepe forhigahivaley, 
And treachetrouſly chat thou vanquiſmd him; 
For hand to hand he nd have yanquilhid thee. 
Now my ſoubs palace is become a priſon: 

Ah, would ſhe break fram hence, that ahis my body 
Might in the ground be cloſed up in zeſt; 

For never henceforth mall I: joy again, 

Never, ab newer ſhall I ſee more joy. 

Rich. I cannot Wee p, for all yy body's moiſture 
Scarce ſerves: to quanch any furnacechurningiheatt: 
Nor cas my tongue unload; mν⁰⁰ hear s. greatburthen: 
For ſel ame wind. Nhat Liſhould peak Withal 
Is kindling als chat Hre unall my breaſt, 
And burn me up with flames that tears, would quench, 
To weep, is to make leſs the depth of, grief: 
Tears then fernbabes; blows and revenge for me! 
Richard, I bear $hy name, I'll venge thy death, 
Or die genow nad by attemptisg it. ä 

Edw. His name that valiant Duke hath Left, with 


- thee : 

His Dukedem and: his ebair-with me is left. 

Rich. Ney, it thou be that prigcely eagle's bird, 
Shew-thy deſcent , by gazing gainſt che ſun: 
For chair and DNykedem, throne and kingdom ſay, 
Either that's thine, or elſe thou wert not bis. 
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March, Enter Warwick, Marquis of Montague, and 


their army, 


War. How now, fair lords? what fare? what news 


abroad ? | 
Rich, Greatlord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleful news, and at each word's deliv'rance 
Stab poniards in our fleſh till all were told, 


The words would add more anguiſh than the wounds, 


O valiant lord, the Duke of York is flain. 

Edw, O Warwick! Warwick ! that Plantagenet 
Which held thee dearly as his ſoul's redemption, 
Is by the ſtern lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago l drown'd theſe'newsin tears; 
And now, to add more meaſure to your woes, 

I come to tell you things fith then befaln. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave father breath'd his lateſt gaſp, 
Tidings, as ſwiftly as the poſt could run, 

Were brought me of your loſs and his depart. 

: I'then in London, keeper of the King, 


Mufter'd my ſoldiers, gather'd flocks of friends, 


March'd towards St. Albans t' intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along: 

For by my ſcouts I was advertiſed 

That ſhe was coming, with a full intent 

To daſh our late decree in parliament, 

Touching King Henry's oath, and your ſucceſſion: 
Short tale to make, we at St Albans met, 

Our battels join'd, and both ſides fiercely fought : 
But whether 'twas the coldneſs of the King, 
Who lopk'd full gently on his warlike Queen, 
That robb'd my ſoldiers of their heated ſpleen ; 
Or whether 'twas report of her ſacceſs, 

Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 
W ho thunders to his captives blood and death, 

I cannot judge: but to conclude with truth, 
"Their weapons like to lightning came and went 
Our ſoldiers like the night-owt's lazy flight, 
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Or like a lazy threſher with a flail, 
Fell gently down, as if they ſtruck their friends. 
I cheer'd them up with juſtice of our cauſe, 
With promiſe of high pay and great reward; 
But all in yain, they had no heart to fight, 
And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 
So that we fled; the King unto the Queen, 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and my ſelf, 
In haſte, ꝓoſt haſte, are come to join with you: 
For in the marches here we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 
Edw, Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Wars 
wick ? | | 
And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
War, Some ſix miles off the Duke is with the 
ſoldiers; 
And for your brother, he was lately ſent 
From your kind aunt, Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 
With aid of Soldiers to this needful war, 

Rich. * odds belike when valiant FParwick 

of obs ed; 

Oft have I heard his praiſes in purſuit, 

But ne'er till now, his ſcandal of retire. i 
Mar. Nor now my ſcandal, Richard, daſt thou hear: 

For thou ſhalt know this ſtrong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the Diadem from Ain Henry's head, 

And wring the awful ſceptre from his fiſt, 

Were he as famous and as bold in war, 

As he is fam'd for mildneſs, peace and prayer. 

Rich, I know it well, lord Warwick, blame me not; 
'Tis love I bear tby glories makes me ſpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of ſteel, 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numb'ring our Ave Mary's with our beads ? 

Or ſhall we on the helmets of our foes 

Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 

If for the laſt, ſay ay, and to it, lords. 


. | B | War, 
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Har. Why therefore Warwick came to ſeek you out; 


Ard therefore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me lords : the proud inſulting Queen, 
With Cliſord, and the haught Northumberland, 
And of their feath*r, many more prou4 birds, 
Have wrought the eaſy-melting King, like wax, 
He ſwore conſent to your ſucceſſion, 

His oa'h enrolled in the parliament : 

And now to Londen all the crew are gone, 
To fruſtrate both bis oath, and what beſide 

May make againſt the houſe of Lancaſler, 
Their power, I think, is thirty thouſand ftrong : 
Now if the kelp of Norfolk and my ſelf, 

With all the friends that thou brave Earl of March, 
Amongſt the loving Welchmen canſt procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thouſand : 
Why Via! to London will we march, 

And once again beſtride our foaming ſteeds, 
And once again cry charge upon our foes, 

But never once again turn back and fly, 


Rich, Ay, now methinksT hear great Warwic: ſpeak, 


Ne'er may he live to ſee a ſun- ſnine day 
That cries retire, if Warwick bid him ſtay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy ſhonlder will ] lean, 
And when thou fail'ſt (as God forbid the hour) 
Muſt Edward fall, which peril beav'n forfend. 

War. No longer Ear! ot arch, but Duke of York, 
The next degree is Exgtazd's royal throne : 

For King of England ſhalt thou be proclaim'd, 
In every borough as we pals along: 
And he that throws not up his cap for joy, 
Shall for the fault make fort. it of his head, 
ing Edward, valiant Richard, Montague, 
Sa we no longer, dreaming of re:own, 
But ſound the trumpets, and about our task. 


Rich, Then, Cliford. were thy heart as hard as Ree), 


As thou haſt ſhewn it flinty by thy deeds, 
I come to pierce it, or to give thee mine. 


Edw. Then ſtrike up drums, God and St. Georce 


for us. 


Enter 


: 
| 


| 

| 
: 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 


War. How now ? what news ? 

* Mefſ. The Duke of Norfolk ſends you word by me, 
The Queen is coming with a puiſſant hoſt, 

And craves your company for ſpeedy counſel. 

Mar. Why then it ſorts, brave warriors let's away. 

| [ Exeunt omnes. 
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| Enter King Henry, the Queen, Clifford, Northumber- 
land, and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and 
Trumpets, 


Queen, WII COME, my lord, te this brave 
| town of York. | 
Yonder's the head of that arch enemy - 
That ſought to be encompaſt with your crown, 

Doth not the object cheer your beart, my lord? | 
K. Henry. Ay, as the rocks chear them that feax 
their wrack; N 5 
To ſee this ſight it irks my very ſoul : 
V ithhold revenge, dear God, 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd my vow. 
| Clif, My graciovs liege, this too much lenity 

nd harmleſs pity muſt be laid aſide : 
o whom do lions caſt their gentle looks? 

ot to the beaſt that would uſurp their den. 
hoſe hand is that the foreſt bear doth lick ? 

ot his that ſpoils her young before her face, 

ho ſcapes the lurking ſerpent's mortal ſting 2 

ot he that ſets his foot upon her back. 

e ſmalleſt worm will turn, being trodden on, 

d doves will peck in fateguird of their brood. 
noitious York did level at thy crown, 1 
B 2 They 
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Thou ſmiling, while he knit his angry brows; 
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And this ſoft. courage makes your followers faint : 
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He but a Duke, would have his ſon a King, 
And raiſe his iſſue like a loving fire ; 

Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly ſon, 
Did'ſt yield conſent to diſinherit him: 

W hich argu'd thee a moſt unloving father, 
Unreaſonable creatures feed their young, ? 
And tho* man's face be fearful to their eyes, 3 


Vet in protection of their tender ones 7 


W ho hath not ſeen them (even with thoſe wings 
Which ſometimes they have us'd with fearful flight) 
Make war with bim that climb'd unto their neſt, 
Offering their own lives in their young's defence? 
For ſhame, my liege, make them your precedent, 


| Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 


Sheuld loſe his birth-right by his father's fault, 

And long hereafter ſay unto his child, 

What my great-grandfather and grandſire got, 

My careleſs father fondly gave away, | 

Ah! what a ſhame was this? loek on the boy, 

And let his manly face, which promiſeth 

Succeſsful fortune, ſteel thy melting heart 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
K. Henry. Full well hath Clifford plaid the orator, 

Inferring arguments of mighty force: 

But, Clifford, tell me didſt thou never hear, 

That things ill got had ever bad ſucceſs 2 | 

And happy always was it for that ſon 

Whoſe father for his hoarding went to hell. 

Tul leave my ſon my virtuoys deeds behind; 

And would my father-had left me no more: 

For all the reſt is held at ſuch a rate, 

As brings a thouſand- fold more care to keep, 

Than in poſſeſſion any jot of pleaſure, 

Ah couſin York, would thy beſt friends did know 

How it doth grieve me that thy head is here. 
Queen. My lord cheer up your ſpirits, our foes ar: 

nigh, 


Jou promis'd/Knighthgod to our forward ſon, 
* f . Unſhe ach 


are 
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Unſheath your ſword, and dub him preſently- 
Edward, kneel down. 
King. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a Knight, 
And learn this leſſon, draw thy ſword in right. 
Prince, My gracious father, by your kingly leav, 
I'll draw it as Apparent to the crewn, 
And in that quarrel uſe it to the death, 
Clif. Why that is ſpoken like a toward Prince. 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Meſ. Royal commanders, be in readineſs, 
For with a band of thirty thouſand men 
Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York, 
And in the towns as they de march along 


Proclaims him King, and many fly to him. 


Darraign your battle, they are near at hand, | 
- Clif. 1 would your highneſs wonld depart the field: 
The Queen hath beſt ſucceſs when you are abſent. | 
Queen, Ay good my lord, and leave us to our for- 
tune, | 
K. Honey. Why that's my fortune too, therefore 'I 
ay. | 
North, Be it with reſolution then to fight. 
Prince, My royal father, cheer theſe noble lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your defence: 
Unſheath your ſword, good father; cry St. George. 


SCENE Iv. 


March, Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers, 
Edw, Now perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace, 
And ſet thy diadem upon my head ; | 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field? 
Queen, Go rate thy minians, proud inſulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy ſoveraign and thy lawful King? 
Edw. I am his King, and ke ſhould bow his knee; 
I was adopted heir by his conſent; 
we ohh | B 3 Since 
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Since when his oath is broke: for as I hear, 
Ycu that are King, though he do wear the crown, 
Have caus'd him by new act of parliament. 
To blot out me, and put his own ſon in, . 
Clif: And reaſon too; 
Who ſhould fucceed the father but the ſon ? 
Rich, Are you there, butcher? O, I cannot ſpeak. 
Cliff. Ay, crook-back, here I ſtand to anſwer thee, 
Or any he the proudeſt of thy ſort. 
Rich. Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, was it 
not ? | 
lif. Ay, and old York, and yet not ſatisfy'd. 
uch, For God's ſake, lords, give ſignal to the fight, 
Mar. What ſay'ſt thou Henry, wilt thou yield the 
crown ? 
Queen, Why how now, long-tongu'd Warwick, dare 
you ſpeak ? | 
When you and 1 met at St. Albans laſt, 
Yeur legs did better ſervice than your hands. 
War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine, 
Clif. You ſaid ſo much before, and yet you fled, 
Har. Twas not your yalour, Cliford,drove me thence, 
North. No, nor your manhood that duiſt make you 


ſtay. 

Rich. ET RF er I hold thee reverently, 
Break off the parley, for ſcarce can I refrain 
The execution of my big-ſwoln heart 
Upon that Clifford, that cruel child- killer. 

Clif. I flew thy father, call'ſt thou him a child? 

Rich. Ay, like a daſtard, and a treacherous coward, 
As thou didft kill our tender brother Rutland: 
But ere ſun ſet, I'll make thee curſe the deed. 

K. Henry, Have done with words, my lords, and 

hear me ſpeak, 

Queen. Defy them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy lips. 

K. Henry. I pr'ythee give no limits to my tongue, 
1 am 4 King, and privileg'd to ſpeak. 
Clif. My liege, the wound that bred this meeting here 
Cannot be cur'd by words, therefore be lil), 


Rich. 


n _ 
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Rich, Then, execution, re-unſheath thy ſword : 
By bim that made us all, I am reſoly'd 
That Cliford's manhood lies upon his tongue, 
Edw. Say, Henry, ſhall I have my fight or no? 
A thouſand men have broke their faſts to-day, 


That ne'er ſhall dine unleſs thou yield the crown. 


War. If thon deny, their blood upon thy head, 
For York in jaſtice puts his armour on. | 

Prince. It that be right which Warwick ſays is right, 
There is no wrong, but every thing ts right, 

Rich. Whoever got thee, there thy mother tarts, 


For well I wot thou haſt thy mothet's tongue, 


Queen, But thou art neither like thy fire nor dam, 
But like a foul miſhapen ſtigmatick, 
Mark'd by the deſtinies to be avoided, 
As venomous toads, or lizards dreadful ſtings, 

Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſh gilt, 
Whoſe father bears the title of a King, 
(As it a channel ſhould be call'd the ſea) 
Snam'ſt thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To let thy Nr detect thy baſe -· born heart ?, 

p of ſtraw were worth a thouſand crowns 

To make this ſhameleſs callet know her ſelf, 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy husband may be Menelaus; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon's brother wrong'd 
By that falſe woman, as this King by thee, 
His father revell'd in the heart of France, | 
And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphin ſtoop: 
And had he match'd according to his ſtate, 


He might have kept that glory to this day, 


But when he took a beggar to his bed, 

And grac'd thy poor Sire with his bridal day, 

Even then that ſun-ſhine brew'd a ſhow'r for him, 
That waſh'd his father's fortunes forth of France, 
An! heap'd ſedition on his crown at home: 

For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy pride ? 
Hadft thou been meek, our title ſtill had ſlept, 
And we in pity of the gentle King 

Had ſlipt our claim until another age. 
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Cla. But when we ſaw our ſun-ſhine made thy (| pring, 
And that thy ſummer bred us no increaſe, 
We ſet the ax to thy uſurping root; 
And though the edge hath ſomething hit our ſelyes, 
Yet know thou, ſince we have begun to ſtrike, 
We" never leave till we have hewn thee down, 
Or bath'd thee growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And in this reſolution I defy thee, 
Not willing any longer conference, 
Since thou deny'dſt the gentle King to ſpeak. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloody colours waye, 
And either victory or elſe 2 grave, 

Queen. Stay, Edward — 

Et dw. No, wrangling woman, we'll no longer ſtay, 

Theſe words will colt ten thouſand lives this — 
[ Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE v. 
Alarum. Excurſions, Enter Warwick, 


War. Fore-ſpent with toil, as runners with a race; 
J lay me down a little while to breathe : 
For ſtrokes receiv'd and many blows repaid 
Have robb'd my ſtrong-knit ſinews of their ſtrength, 
And ſpite of ſpite needs mult I reſt a while, 


Enter Edward running, 


Edu. Smile, gentle heav'n, or ſtrike ungentle 
death 3 | 
For this woild frowns, and Edward's ſun is clouded, 
War. How now, my lord, what hap ? what hope of 


good ? 
Exter Clarence. 


© Cla. Our hap is loſs, our hope but ſad deſpair, 
ur ranks are broke, and ruin follows us. 
What counſel give you? whither ſhall we fly? 5 


4 
7 
. 


King HENRY VI. 33 
Edu. Bootleſs is flight, they follow us with wings; 
And weak we are, and cannot ſhun purſuit, . 


Enter Richard. 


_ . Warwick, why haſt thou withdrawn thy 
| elf > 

Thy brother's blood the thirſty earth hath drunk, 
Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford's lance : 
Andin the very pangs of death he cry'd, 

(Like to a diſmal clangor heard from far) 

Warwick, revenge ; brother, revenge my death, 


So underneath the belly of his ſteeds, 


That ſtain'd their fetlöcks in his ſmoaking blood, 
The noble gentleman gave up the ghoſt, 
War, Then let the earth be drunken with our blood; 
I'll kill my horfe becauſe I will not fly: 
Why ſtand we like ſoft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our loſſes, whiles the foe doth rage, 
And look upon, as if the tragedy - 
Were plaid in jeſt by counterteiting actors? 
Here on my knee I vow to God above, 
I'll never pauſe again, never ſtand ſtill, 
Till either death hath clos'd theſe eyes of mine, 
Or fortune given me meiſure of revenge. 
Edu. O Warwick, | do bend my knee with thine, 
And in this vow to chain my ſoul to thine, 
And ere my knee riſe from the earth's cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee; 
Thou ſetter up and plucker down of Kings! 
Beſeeching thee (if with thy will it ſtands 
That to my foes this body muſt be prey) 
Yet thit thy brazen gates of heav'n may ope, 
And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinful ſoul), 
Now lords take leave until we meet again; 6 
Where-e'er it be, inheaven or on earth. 
Rich. Brother give me thy hand, and gentle Mar- 
is wit 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms: J 
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Fore-ſlow no longer, make we hence amain. 
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I that did never weep, now melt with woe; 
That winter ſhould cut off our ſpring-time ſo. 
War. oy; away : once more, ſweet lords, fares 
wel, 
Cla. Yet let us altogether to our troops; 
And give them leave to fly that will not ſtay 
And call them pillars that will ſtand to us; 
And if we thrive, promiſe them ſuch rewards, 
As victors wear at the Olympian games, 
This may plant courage in their quailing breaſts, 
For yet is hope of life and victory; 


[ Exeunt. 
Excurſions. Enter Richard and Clifford, 


Rich. Now Clifferd I have ſingled thee alone, 
Suppoſe this arm is for the Duke of York, 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall, 

Clif. Now Richard I am with thee here alone, 
T hiv is the hand that ſtabb'd thy father York, 
And this the hand that ſlew thy brother Rutland, 
And here's the heart that triumphs in their death, 
And cheers theſe bands that flew thy ſire and brother 
To execute the like upon thy ſelf, 
And To have at thee, 


They fight. Warwick enters, Clifford flies. 


Rich, Nay Warwick ſingle out ſome other chaſe, 
For I my ſelf will hunt this wolf to death. [Exenns. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 


Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 


35 


EK. Henry. This battel fares like to the morning's war, 


When dying clouds contend with growing light, 
What time the ſhepherd blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day nor night. 

Now ſways it this way, like the ſelf-ſame ſea 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind : 
Now {ways it that way, like the ſelf-ſame tea 
Forc'd to retire by fury of the wind, 

Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind; 
Now one the better, then another beſt, 

Both tugging to be victors, breaſt to breaſt, 

Yet neither conqueror nor conquered ; 

So is the equal poize of this fell war, 

Here on this mole-hill will I fit me down: 

To whom God will, there be the victory: 

For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 
Have chid me from the battel, ſwearing both 
They proſper beſt of all when 1 am thence. 
Would I were dead, it God's good will were ſo: 
For what is in this world but grief and wee? 
O God! methiaks it were a happy life 

To be no better than a homely ſwain, 

„To fit upon a hill, as I do now, 

* To carve out dials queintly, point by point, 
* Thereby to ſee the minutes how they run : 
How many makes the hour full compleat, 

* How many hours bring about the day, 

* How many days will finiſh up the year, 
How many years a mortal man may live; 
When this is known, then to divide the times: 
* So many hours muſt I tend my flock, 

so many hours muſt I take my reſt, 

So many hours muſt I contemplate, 

* So many hours muſt I TR my ſelf ; 


So many days my ewes have been with young, 


* 


- 
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so many weeks ere the poor fools will ean, 
* So many months ere I ſhall ſheer the fleece: 
© So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years 
* Paſt oyer, to the end they were created, | 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah! what a li were this! how ſweet, how loyely! 
Gives not the haw-thorn buſh a ſweeter ſhade 

To ſhepherds looking on their filly ſheep, 

Than oth a rich cmbrolder's canopy 

To Kings that fear their ſubjects treachery ? 

O yes it doth, a thouſand-fold it doth, 

And to conclude, the ſhepherd's homely curds, 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted fleep under a freſh tree's ſhade, 

All which ſecure and ſweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Prince's delicates, 

His viands ſparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, 

When care, miſtruſt and treaſons wait on him. 


SCENE VII. 


Alatum, Enter a Son that had kill'd his Father at one 
door, and a Father that had kill's his Son at another 
door. 


Sen, Ill blows the wind that profits no body, 
This man, whom hand to hand I flew in fight, 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of crowns, 
And I that, haply, take them from him now, 
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them 
To ſome man elſe, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this! oh God! it is my father's face, 
Whom in this conflict I unawares have kill'd : 
Oh heavy times, begetting ſuch events! 

From London by the King was I preſt forth, 
My father being the Earl of Warwick's man 
Came on the part of York, preſt by his maſter , 


An 


King Hznmry VI. 37 
And 1, who at his hands receiv'd my life, PE Fin 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did, 
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee. | 
My tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody marks: 
And no more words, till they have flow'd their fill. 

K. Henry. O piteous ſpectacle! O bloody times! 
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens, 
Poor harmleſs lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, I'l} aid thee tear for tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war, J 
Be blind with tears, and break o' er- charg'd with grief, 


Enter à Fatber, bearing his Son. 


Fat h. Thou that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, - 
Give me thy gold, if thou haſt any gold: 
For I have bought it with an hundred blows, 
But let me ſee : is this our foe-man's face? 
Ah no, no, no, it is my only ſon ! 
Ah boy, if any life be left in thee, 
Throw up thine eye ; ſee, ſee what ſhowers ariſe, 
Blown with the windy tempeſt of my heart 3; 
Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart. 
O pity, God, this miſerable age 
W hat ſtratageme, how fell, how butcherly, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural, 
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget ! 
O boy ! thy father gave thee life too ſoon, 
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 
K Henry. Woe above woe; grief more than com? 
mon grief; 

O that my death would ſtay theſe rueful deeds: 
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity. 

The 4 Tabs Ls the white are * his face, 

The fatal colours of our ſtriving houſes. 

The one his purple blood right well reſembles, 
The other his pale cheek, methinks, preſenteth : 
Wither one roſe, and let the other flouriſh; 
If you contend, a thouſand liyes muſt wither, 
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Son. How will my mother, for a father's de:th, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ? 
Fath, How will my wife, for ſlaughter of my ſon, 
Shed ſeas of tears, and ne'er be fſatisfy'd ? | 
K. Henry, How will the country, for theſe woful 
chances, 
Miſ-think the King, and not be fatisfy'd ? g 
Son. Was ever ton ſo rew'd a father's death? 
Fath, Was ever father ſo bemoan'd his fon ? 
K. Henry, Was ever King {© griey'd for ſubjects woe? 
Much is your forrow ; mine, ten times ſo much. 
Son. I'll bear thee her ce, where | may weep my fill. 
Fath. Theſe arms of mine ſhall be thy winding; ſheer, 
My heart, ſweet boy, ſhall be thy ſepulcher, 
For from my heart thine image ne'er ſhall go. 
My ſighing breaſt ſhall be thy funeral bell: 
And ſo obſequious will thy Rhee be, 
Sad for the loſs of thee, having no more, 
As Priam was for all his vafant ſons. 
I'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I bave murther'd where I ſhould not kill, [ Exit. 
K. Henry. Sad- hearted men, much overgone with care ; 
Here fits a King more woful than you are, 


SCENE VIII. 


Alarums, Excurſions, Enter the Queen, Prince of | ! 
Wales, and Exeter, 3 

Prince, Fly, father, fly; forall your friends are fled; 
And Warwick rages like a chafed bull: we 
Away, for death doth hold us in purſuit, 
Queen, Mount you, my lord, towards Berwick poſt | 

amain. 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of grey-hounds 
Having the fearful flying hare ig fight, | 
With fiery eyes ſparkling for very wrath, | 
And bloedy fteel graſpt in their ireful han's, | 
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain, | 
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Exe. Away; for vengeance comes along with them. 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate, make ſpeed, | 
Or elſe come after, I'll away before. 

K. Henry. Nay, take me with thee, good ſweet 
Exeter; 

Not that I fear to ſtay, but love to go | 
Whither the Queen intends, Forward, away. ¶ Exeunt - 
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SCENE IX 
A tud Atarum, Enter Clifford wounded. 


Clif. Here burns my candle out; ay, here it dies, 
Which while it laſted, gave King Henry light, 
O Lancaſter ! I fear thy overthrow, 
More than os body's parting with my ſoul. - 
My love and fear glew'd many friends to thee, | Falling. 
And now! fall, thy tough commixtures melt, 
Impairing Hexry, ſtrengthning miſ-proud York , 
Aud whither fly the gnats, but tothe ſun ? 
And who ſhines now, but Henry's enemies ? 
O Phaxbxs ! hadſt thou never giv'n confent 
That Phaeton ſhould check thy fiery ſteeds, 
Thy burning car had never ſcorch'd the earth: 
And Henry, hadſt thou ſway'd as Kings ſhould ds, 
Or as thy father and his father did, 
Giving no ground unto the houſe of York, 
They never then had ſprung like ſummer flies, 
I, and ten thouſand in this luekleſs realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death; 
And thou this day hadſt kept thy chair in peace] 
For what doth cheriſh words, but gentle air ? 
And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity } 
Bootleſs are plaints, and cureleſs are my wounds, 
No way to fly, nor ſtrength to hold out flight : 
The foe is mercileſs, and will not pity ; 
For at their hands 1 have deſerv'd no pity. 
Fhe air hath got into my deadly wounds, 


40 The Third Part ff 
And much effuſe of blood doth make me faint : 
Come York and Richard, Warwick and the reſt, 


| I Rabd'd your father's boſom ; ſplit my Breaſt. _ ] 

«4 : | He famts. Þ 4 

9 Alarum and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Ri- = 

1 i chard, Montague, Clarence, and Seldiers. 3 

. ; 4 
| Edu. = breathe we, lords, good fortune bids ps 

pauſe, | 
And ſmooth the frowns of war with peaceful looks, 1 
1 


Some troops purſue the bloody - minded Queen, 
That led calm Henry, though he were a King, 
As do'ha fail fill'd with a fretting guſt 
Command an Argoſie to ſtem the waves. 
But think you lords that Clifford fled with then? 
War. No, 'tis impoſſible he ſhould eſcape : 
For though before his face I ſpeak the word, 
Your brother Richard mark'd him for the grave; 
And whereſoe'er he is he's ſurely dead, 
| [Clifford groans; 
Rich. Whoſe ſoul is that which takes her heavy 
leave ? 
A deadly groan, like life and death's departing, 
See who it is, 
Edw. And now the battel's ended, 
If friend or foe, let him be gently uſed. 
Rich, Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis 
Clifford, - 
Who not contented that he lop'd the branch, 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth; 
But ſet this murthering knife unto the root 
From whence that tender ſpray did ſweetly ſpring, 
I mean our princely father, Duke of York, 
er, Toons off the gates of Tork fetch down the 
ead, 
Your father's head, which Clifford placed there: 
Inſtead whereof let his ſupply the room. 
Meaſure for meaſure — 4 e anſwered. 


Edu. Bring forth that fatal ſcreech · owl to our houſe; 
þ 2 | | . That 


uf 
. 
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5 


. 7 POS RY 


LL FA 


. 


* 


King Henry VI. 41 
That nothing ſung but death to us and ours: 

Now death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatning ſound, 
And his ill-boading tongue no more ſhall ſpeak. 

War, I think his underſtanding is berefr : | 
Speak Clifford, doſt thou know who ſpeaks to thee? 
Dark cloudy death o'er- ſhades his beams of life, 

And he nor ſees, nor hears us what we ſay. 
Rich. O would he did: and ſo perhaps he doth, 


| - 'Tis but his policy to counterfeit, 


Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts 
As in the time bf death he gave our father. 
Cla, If ſo thou think'ſt, vex him with eager 
words, 
Rich, Clifferd, ask mercy, and obtain no grace, 
dw. "Clifford, repent in bootleſs penitence. 
Mar. Clifford, deviſe excuſes for thy fault. 
Cia. While we deviſe fell tortures for thy faults. 
Rich. Thou didſt love York, and I am ſon to York, 
Edw, Thou pitied'ſt Rutland, I will pity thee. © 
Cla. Where's captain Margaret to fence you now? 
War. They mock thee, Clifford, ſwear as thou waſt 
a. „ 
Rich. * not an oath! nay then the world goes 
hard, 
When Clifford cannot ſpare his friends an oath: 
I know by that he's dead; and by my ſoul, 
If this right hand would buy but two hours life, 
That I in all deſpight might rail at him, 
This _ HS chop it off; and with the iſſuing 
00 | 
Stifle the villain, whoſe unſtanched thirſt 
York and young Rutland could not fatisfie. 
War. Ay, but he's dead. Off with the traitor's 
head, 
And rear it in the place your father's ſtands, 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's royal King: | 
From whence, ſhall Warwick cut the ſea to France, 
And ask the lady Bona for thy Queen, 3 
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Ss ſhalt thou ſinew both theſe lands together, 


And having France thy friend, thou ſhalt not dread 


The ſcatter'd foe that hopes to riſe again: 


For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 
Yet look to have them buz t'offend thine ears, 
Firſt will I ſee the coronation, 
And then to Britany I'll croſs the fea, | 
T'effect this marriage, ſo it pleaſe my lord, 
9 as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick, le! 
it be; 
For on thy ſhoulder do I build my feat : 
And never will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy counſel] and conſent is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Gio ſter, 
And George of Clarence; Warwick as our felt 
Shall do and undo, as him pleaſeth beſt. 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George of 
Glo'ſter, 


For Gly ſter 2 Dukedom is too ominous, 


War. Tut, that's a fooliſh obſervation: 
Richard, be Duke of Glo'ſfer ; now to London, 
To ſee theſe honours in poſſeſſion. (Exeunt, F 
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FEDERER 
ACT IL SCENE 1 


Enter Sinklo and Humphry, with croſs-bows in their 
: hands, 


SIRE LW 


1 N DER this thick-grown brake we'll ſhroud our 


(elves, 
For throuph this laund anon the Deer will come; 
And in this covert will we make our ftand, 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. 
Hum, 1'll ſtay above the hill, ſo both may ſhoot, 


Sink, That cannot be: the noiſe of thy croſs-bow 
Will ſcare the berd, and ſo my ſhoot is loſt; 


Here ſtand we both, and aim we at the beſt, 

And, for the time ſhall not ſeem tedious, 

I'll tell thee what befel me on a day, 

In this ſelf-place where now we mean to ſtand, 
Hum, Herecomes a man, let's ſtay till he be paſt, 


Enter King Henry, with a prayer-book, 


K. Henry, From Scotland am I ſtol'n ev'n of pure 
love, : 

To greet mine own land with my wiſhful fight: 
No Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine, 
Thy place is fill'd, thy ſcepter wrung from thee, 
Thy balm waſht off wherewith thou waſt anointed: 
No bending knee will call thee Ceſar now, 
No humble ſuitors preſs to ſpeak for right: 
No, not a man comes for redreſs to thee; 
Fer how can 1 help them, and not my ſelf? 


Sinks 
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Sink, Ay, here's a deer, whoſe skin's a keeper's fee: 
This is the quondam King, let's ſeize upon him. 
K. Henry. Let me embrace theſe ſour adverſities, 

For wiſe men ſay it is the wiſeſt courſe, 5 
Hum, Why linger we? let us lay bands upon him, 
Sink, Forbear a while, we'll hear a little more. 

K. Henry. My Queen and ſon are gone to France 
for aid: 

And as I hear, the great commanding Warwick _ 

Is thither gone to crave the French King's ſiſter 

To wife for Edward. If this news be true, 

Poor Queen and ſon! your labour is but loſt : 

For Warwick is a ſubtle orator, 5 

And Lewis a Prince ſoon won with moving words: 

By this account then Margaret may win him, 

For [he's a woman to be pitied much: 

Her ſighs will make a batt'ry in his breaſt; 

Her tears will pierce into a marble heart; 

The Tyger will be mild while ſhe doth mourn, 

Aud Nero would be tainted with remorſe, 

To hear and ſee her plaints, her briniſh tears. 

Ay, but ſhe's come to beg, Warwick to give: 

She on his left ſide craving aid for Henry; 

He on his right, asking a wife for Edward. 

She weeps, and ſays her Henry is depos'd ; 

He ſmiles, and ſays his Edward is inſtall'd; 

Tbat ſhe, poor wretch, for grief can ſpeak no more! 
While Warwick tells his title, ſmooths the wrong, 
Inferreth arguments of mighty ſtrength, 

And in concluſion wins the King from her, 

With promiſe of his ſiſter, and what elle, 

To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edward's place. 

O Marg'ret, thus *twill be, and thou (poor ſoul) 

Art thou forſaken, as thou went'ſt forlorn. 

Hum. Say, what art thou that talk'ſt of Kings and Þ 

I Queens ? 1 

EK. Henry. More than I ſeem, and leſs than I was born to; 

A manat leaſt, for leſs I ſhould not be; 

And men may talk of Kings, and why not I? 
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Hum. Ay, but thou talk'ſt as if thou wert a King. 
K. Henry. Why ſo Jam in mind, and that's enough. 
Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy crown? 
K, Henry, My crown is in my heart, not on my head: 
Not deck'd with diamonds and Indian ſtones; 
Not to be ſeen: my crown is call'd Content, 
A crown it is that ſeldom Kings enjoy. 
Hum, Well, if you be a King crown'd with content, 
Your crown Content and you muſt be contented 
To go along with us. For as we think, 
You are the King, King Edward hath depos d: 3 
And we his ſubjects, ſworn in all allegiance, 
Will apprehend you as his enemy. 
K. Henry. But did you never ſwear, and break an 
oath? 
Hym. No, never ſuch an oath, and will not now. 


R. Henry. Where did you dwell when I was King of 


England ? 

Hum, Here in this country where we now remain, 
K. Henry, I was anointed King at nine months old, 

My father and my grandfather were Kings; 

And you were ſworn true ſubjects unto me: 

And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths ? 
Sink, No, we were ſubjects but while you were King. 
K. Henry. Why, am] dead? do I not breathe a man? 

Ah fimple men, you know not what you ſwear, 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wind when I do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows, 

Commanded always by the greater guſt, 

Such is the lightneſs of you common men. 

But do not break your oath, for of that ſin 

My mild intreaty ſhall not make you guilty. 

Go where you will, the King ſhall be commanded, 

And be you Kings, command, and I'll obey. 

. Sink, We are true ſubjeAs to the King, King 

Edward. DOE > | 

K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 

If he were ſeated as King Edward is, ; 
Fo | Sink, 
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Ane 

Sink. We charge you in God's name and in the Gig 

.\ King's ( 

To go with us unto the officers, 0 

K. Henry. In God's name lead, your King's name k 

be obey'd; 

And what God will, that let your King perform, 0 

And what he will I humbly yield unto. Exeunt. ( 

. 

2 J 0 

. ] 

SCENE II. c 

1 

Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, Clarence, and © Fr 
Lady Gray. 

8 . Til 

K. Edw. D ROTHER of Gle'fler at St. Alban's field 1 

This lady's husband, Sir John Gray, cal 

was ſlain. ( 

His land then ſeiz'd on by the conqueror : 2 


Her ſuit is now to repoſſeſs thoſe lands, 
Which we in juſtice cannot well deny, 
Becaufe in quarrel of the hauſe of York 5 
The worthy gentleman did loſe his lite, | 

Glo. Your Highneſs fhall do well to grant her ſuit : Te 
It were diſhonour to deny it her. 

K. Edu. It were no leſs; but yet I'll makea pauſe, 

Glo. Yea! is it ſo? 
I ſee the lady hath a thing to grant, 
Before the King will grant her humble ſuit, 

Clar, He knows the game, how true he keeps the 

wind ? | 

Glo, Silence. 

K. Edu. Widow, we will conſider of your ſuit, 
And come fome other time to «now our mind. 

Gray. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook delay. 

May't pleaſe your Highneſs to reſolve me now: 
And what your pleaſure is ſhall ſatisfie me- 
Gio. Ay, widow! then III warrant you all your 
lands, | 


A nd 
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And if what pleaſes him ſhall pleaſure you: _ 
Gight cloſer, or good faith you'll catch a blow. 


Clar. 1 fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. 
Glo. God forbid that, for hel take vantages. 


K. Edw, How many children haſt thou, widow} 


tell me. 
Clar, L think he means to beg a child of her, 
Glo. Nay whip me then: he'll rathet give her two. 
Gray. Three, my moſt gracious lord. 
Glo. You hall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him. 
K. Edu. Twere pity they ſhould loſe their father's 
lands, 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then, 
K. Edu. Lords give us leave, I' try this widow's wit, 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have 
leave, 


Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch, 


ch 


K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love your 

ildren? 

Gray. Ay, ful] as dearly as I love my ſelt. 

K. Edw, And would you not do much to do them 
good ? 

Gray. To do them good, I would ſuſtain ſome harm. 

K. Edw, Then get your husband's lands, to do them 

ond, | 

e, be [ came unto your Majeſty. 

K. /:dw, IL'il tell you how theſe lands are to be got. 

Gray, So [hall you bind me to your Highneſs" 
ſervice. 

K. Edw, What ſervice wilt thou do me, if I give 
them? 

Gray, What you command that reſts in me to do. 

KJ dw. But you will take exceptions to my boon, 

Gray. No, gracious lord, except 1 cannot do ir, 

K I du,. Ay but thou canſt do what | mean to ask. 

Gray, Why then I will do what your grace com- 
mands. a 3 

Glo, He plies her hard, and much rain wears the 
marble. | 

Clar. As red as fire! nay then her wax muſt melt. 

Gray. 
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Gray. Why ſtops my lord? ſhall I not hear my task. 
R. Edu. An eaſie task, 'tis but to love a King. 5 
an N ſoon perform'd, becauſe I am 2 

ubject. 

K. £dw. Why then thy husband's lands I freely give 
thee. 

Gray. I take my leave with many thouſand thanks, 

1 Glo. The match is made, ſhe ſeals it with a curtſie. 
K. Edw. But ſtay thee, 'tis the. fruits of love I mean, 
Gray. The fruits of love I mean, my loving liege. 
R. Edw. Ay, but 1 fear me in another ſenſe, 

What love think'ſt thou I ſue ſo much to get? 

Gray. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers; : 

That love which virtue begs, and virtue grants, 

K. Edu. No by my troth, I did not mean ſuch love. 
Gray. Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edu. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 

Gray. My mind will neyer gra% what I perceive 

x our Highneſs aims at, if I am arighr. 
K. Ed w. To tell thee plain, I aim tolyewith thee: 
Gray. To tell you plain, I'd rather lye in priſon. 
K. yg ro Why then thou ſhalt not have thy husband's 
| ands, 
Gray. Why then mine honeſty ſhall be my dower, 

For by that loſs I will not purchaſe them, 

K. 5 Therein thou wrong'ſt thy children migh- 
tily. 8 
Gray. Herein your Highneſs wrongs both them and 

| me: 

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 

Accords not with the ſadneſs of my ſuit; 

Pleaſe you diſmiſs me, or with ay or no, 

K. Edw, Ay; if thou wilt ſay Ay to my requeſt + 

No; if thou doft ſay No to my demand. 

Gray. Then No, my lord; my ſuit is at an end. E 
Glo. The widow likes him not. ſhe knits her brows, 
Clar. He is the blunteſt wooer in chriſtendom. | 
K, 2 Her looks do argue her replete with mo- 
eſty, | 
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Her words do ſhew her wit incomparable, 
b All her perfections challenge ſovereignty ; 
One way or other ſhe is for a King, 
And ſhe ſhall be my love, or elſe my Queen, 
Say that King Edward take thee for his Queen! 'A 
Gray. 'Tis Lewes ſaid than done, my graci pus lord; 
I am a ſubje& fit to jeſt withal, | 
But far unfit to be a ſoveraign, 5. 3 
K. Edw. Sweet widow, by my ſtate I ſwear to thee, 
I ſpeak no more than what my ſoul intends, 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love, 
Gray, And that is-more than I will yield unto: 
I know I am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your concubine, 
K. Edu. You cavil, widow; 1 did mean my Queen: 
Gra IO grieve your grace my ſons ſhall call you 
. ther, 

. K. Edw, No more than when my daughters call thee 
. mother. 
Thou art a widow, and thou haſt ſome children; 

And by God's mother, I being but a barclelor 
Have other ſome: why tis a happy thing, 
To be the father unto many ſons. 
8 Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queen. 
Glo. The ghoſtly father now hath done his fhrift. 
Clar. When he was made a ſhriver, it was for a ſhiſt. 
2 . 8 Brothers, you muſe what c! at we two have 
1 ad. 8 
Glo. The widow likes it not, for ſhe looks ſad. | 
d | K. Edu. You'dthink it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry her. 
Clar. To whom; my lord? a 
K Edu. Why Clarence, to my ſelf. 
Glo. That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt. 
Clar. Thats a day longer than a wonder laſts, 
Glo. By ſo much is the wonder in extreams. 
K. Edu. Well, jeſt on brothers, | can tell yeu both, 
Her ſuit is granted for her husband's lands.. 
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Enter a Nobleman. 5 25 


Nob. My gracious:lard, Henry your fae is taken, 
And brought your priſoner to your palace gate. 
K. Edu. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower : 
And go we brothers, to the man chat took him, 
To queſtion of his apprehenſion. 
Widow, go you along: Lords, uſe her honourably, 


SCENE II. | 
Manet Glouceſter, 


Elo. Ay, Edward will uſe women honourably. 
Would he were waſted, marrow, bones, and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may ſpring. 
To croſs me from the golden time I look for. 

And yet between my ſoul's defire and me, 

{ The luſtful Zdward's title buried) 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his fon young Edward, 
And all th' unlook'd fer iſfue of their bodies, 

To take their rooms ere I can place my. ſelf, 

A cold premeditation for my purpoſe ! 

Why then 1 do but dream on Sov'teignty, 

Like one that ſtands upon a promontory 

Ard ſpyes a far-off ſhore where he would tread, 
Wiſhing his foot were equal with his eye, 
And'chides the ſea that ſunders him from thence, 
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way: 

So do 1 wiſh, the crown being ſo far off, 

And ſo I chide the means thatkeep me from it, 
And ſo (I ſay) I'll. cut the cauſes off, 

Flatt'ring my mind with things impoſſible. 

My eye's too quick, my heart o'er-weens too much, 
Unleſs my hand and ſtrength could equal them, 
Well, ſay there is no kingdom then for Richard: 
W hat otker pleaſure can the world afford } 


I' make my heaven in a lady's lap, 


And 
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And deck my body in gay ornaments, 83 
And ' witch ſweet ladies with my werds and looks, 
Oh miſerable thought! and mate unlikely, 
Than to accompliſh twenty golden crawns. 

Why love; forſworeme in,my mother's, womb, 
And, for 1 ſhould not deal in ber ſoft laws, 

She did corrupt frail nature with ſome 7 ig 

To ſhrink mine arm like to a wither'd ſhrub; 
To make an envious mountain on my back, 
Where fits deformity to mock my body; 

To ſhape my legs of an unequal ſize; 

To diſproportion me in every part: 

Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp 

That carjies no, impreſſion like the dam. 

And am 1 then a man to he belov'd? 

Oh monſtrous fault, to harbour ſuch a thought! 
Then fince this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o'er-bear ſuch 

As are of better perſon than my ſelf; 

I'll-make my heav'n to dream upon the crown, , 
And while I live t'account this world but hell, 

Until the miſ-ſhap'd trunk that bears this head 
Be — paths with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

For many lives ſtand between me and home: 
And I, (like one loſt in a thorny wood, 

That rends the thorns. and is rent with the thorns} 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way, 
Not knowing how to find the open air, 

But toiling defp'rately to find it out) 

Torment my ſelf te catch the Engliſh crown. 

And from that torment 1 will free my ſelf, 

Or hew my way out with a bloody ax. 

Why I can ſmile, and murther while I ſmile, 

And cry content to that which grieves my heart, 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 

And frame my face to all occaſions: 

I'll drown more ſailors than the Mermaid ſhall, 
I'll lay more gazers than the Baſilisk, 1 
FI Play the orator as well as Neſtor, 

. C 2 Deceive 
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' Deceive more lily than Ulyſſes could, 

And like a Sinon, take another Troy: 

I can add colours ev'n to the Camelion, 

Change ſhapes with Proteus, for advantages, 

And ſet the murth'rous Machiavel to ſchool, 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown: a 
Tut, were it farther off, I' pluck it down. [Exir. 
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SCENE Iv. 
Changes to FRANCE, 1 


Houriſß. Enter King Lewis, Lady Bona,, Bourbon, 
Prince of Wales, Queen Margaret, aud the Earl of 
Oxford. Lewis ſits, and riſet h up again. 


L. PN Queen of England, worthy Margaret, 
Sit down with us; it ill beñts thy ſtate, 

And birth, that thou ſhould'ſt ſtand while Lewis ſits, 

Queen. No, mighty King of France; now Margaret 
Muſt ſtrike ber ſail, and learn a while to ſerve, | 
Where Kings eommand, I was, I muft confeſs, 
Great Albion's Queen in former golden days: 
But now miſchance hath trod my title down, 
and withdiſhonenr laid me on the ground, 
Where I muſt take like ſeat unto my fortune, 
And to my humble ſeat conform my elf. 

K. Lew, way ſay, fair Queen, whence ſprings this 

deep deſpair ? 5 | 

Queen. From ſuch a cauſe as fills mine eyes with tears, 
And ſtops my tongue, while my heart's drown'd in cares, 

K. Lew, Whate'er it be, be thou ſtill like thy ſelf, 
And ſit thee by our fide, [Seats her by him. 
Yield not thy neck 5 | 8 | 
Te fortune's yoak, but let thy dauntleſs mind 
Still ride in triump bover all miſchance. 
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief; 
It ſhall be eas'd, if France can yield relief. 1 
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Queen. Thoſe gracious words revive my drooping 
thoughts, 
And give my tongue-ty'd ſorrows leave to ſpealc. 
Now therefore be it known to noble Lewis, 
That Henry, ſole poſſeſſor of my love, 
Is of a King become a baniſh'd man, 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward Duke of York - 
Uſurps the regal title, and the feat 
Of England's true anointed Jawful King. 
This is the cauſe that I poor Margaret, 
With this my ſon Prince Edward, Henry's heir, 
Am come 1o crave thy juſt and lawful aid: 
Ang if thou fail us, all dur hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help: 
Our people and our Peers are both miſ-led, 
Our treaſure ſeiz'd, onr ſoldiers put to flight, 
And as thou ſeeſt, our ſelves in heavy plight. 
K. Lew, Renowned Queen, with patience calm the 
ſtorm, | | | . 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 
een. The more we ſtay, the ſtronger grows our foe. 
K. Tew, The more I ftay, the more I'll ſuccour thee. 
Queen. O but impatience waiteth on true ſorrow ; 
And ſee where comes the breeder of my ſorrow. 


SCENE v. 
nter Warwick, 


K. Lew, What's he approacheth boldly to our preſenc 
8, Queen. Our Earl of Warwick, Edwara's greateſt fie 
8s. K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee 
to France ? He deſcends. She ariſeth, 
m. Queen, Ay, now begins a ſecond ſtorm to riſe, 
For this is he that meves both wind and tide. 
War. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My lord and Sov'raign, and thy vowed friend, 
I cone (in kindneſs and unfeigned love) * 
Fiſt to do greetings to thy royal perſon, 
tn Ke C3 2 
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And then to crave a league of amity: 
And laſtly, to confirm that amity a 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchſafe te grant 

That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair ſiſter, 

To England's King in lawful marriage. 

een. If that go forward, Henry's hope is done. 

War. And gracious madam, in our King's behalf, 

5 | [Speaking to Bona, 
Jam commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiſs your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the paſſion of my Sov'raign's heart; 

Where fame late ent'ring at his heedful ears, 
Hath plac'd thy beauty's image and thy virtue, 

Queen. King Lewis, and lady Bona, hear me ſpeak, 
Before you anfwer Warwick, His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeſt love, 
But from deceit bred by neceflity: _ 

For how can tyrants ſafely govern home, 

Unleſs abroad they purchaſe great alliance ? 

To prove him tyrant this reaſon may ſuffice, 

That Henry liveth ſtill; but were he dead, 

Yet here Prince Edward ſtands, King Henry's ſon; 
Look therefore Lewis that by this league and marriage 
I hou draw not on thy danger and diſhonour : 

For tho' uſurpers ſway the rule a while, 

Yet heay'ns are juft, and time ſuppreſſeth wrongs, 

Mar. Injurious Margaret. 

Prince. And why not Queen? 

War. Becauſe thy father Henry did uſurp, 

And thou no more 2 than ſhe is Queen, 
Oxf. Then Warwick diſanuls great John of Gaunty 
W hich did ſubdue the greateſt — of Spain; 

And after John of Gaunt, Henry the fourth, 

Whoſe wifdom was a mirror to the wiſeſt; 

And after that-wiſe Prince, Henry the fifth, 

Who by his proweſs conquered all France: 

From theſe our Henry lineally deſcends, 

War. Oxford, how'haps it in this ſmooth diſcourſe] 
You told not how Henry the ſixth hath loſt _ 
All that which Henry the fifth hath gotten ? 
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Methinks theſe pee rꝭ of Francs ſhon'd ſmile at that. 
But for the reſt; you tell a pedigree 
Of thteeſtore and two years, a filly time 
To make preſcription for a kingdom's worth. 

Oxf. Why Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy liege 

Whom thou obe edft thirty and ſix years, 
And not bewray thy treaſon with a bluſh ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falſhood with a pedigree ? 

For ſhameleave Henry, and call Edward King. 

OM Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubry Vere, j 
Was done to death? and more thin ſo, my father, 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd years, 

When nature brought him to the door of death? 
No, Watwick, no; while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the houfe of Lancaſter, 

mar. And 1 the houſe of York. | ; 

K. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxftr4 
Vouchſafe at our requeſt to ſtand aſide, 

While I uſe fatther conference with Warwick. 
Bn | | [They ſtand aloof. 

Queen, Heav'ns grant that Warwick's words bewitek 

him not. | | 

K. Lew. Now Warwick tell me even upon thy con- 

ſcience, | 
Is Edward your true King? for { were loth 
To link with bim thit were not lawful chofen. 

War, Thereon I paw my credit and mine honour. 

K. Fetb:; But is he gratious in the people's eyes? 

War. The mòre that Henry was unfortunate. 

K. Lew. Then further; all diſſembling ſet aſide, 
Tell me fbr truth the meaſure of his love | 
Unto our ſiſter Bona, | 

War. Such it ſeems | 
Armay beſeem a monarch like bimſelf: 

My ſelf habe often heatd him ſay and ſwear 

Tbat this his love was an external plant, 
hereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground, 

The ltves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's ſun, 
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Exempt from envy, but not from diſdain, .. 
Unleſs the lady Bona quit his pain, 
k. Lew. Now ſiſter, let us hear your firm reſolve. 
Bona, Your.grant or your deni il ſhall be mine. 
Yet I confeſs, that often ere this day, [Speaks zo War, 
hen I have heard ye ur King's deſert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to deſire. 
K. Lew, Then Warwick, this: our fiſter ſhall be 
Edward's. 
Ard now forthwith ſhall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointurethat your King muſt make, 
Which with her dowry fhall be counterpois'd. 
Draw near Queen Margaret, and be a witneſs 
That Bona ſhall be wife to th'Engliſh King, 
Prince. To Edward, but not to the Engliſh King. 
Keen. Dece iiſul Warwick, it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my ſuit; - 
before thy coming Lewis was Henry's friend. 
K Lew, And ſtill is friend to him and Margaret; 
But if your title to the crown be weak, 
As may appear by Edward's good ſucceſs, 
Then *tis but. reaſon that I be releas'd 
From giving aid, which late I promiſed. 
Vet ſhall you have all kindneſs at my hand, 
That your eftate requires and mine can yield. - 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eaſe, 
Where having nothing, nothing can he loſe, 
And as for you yourſelf, our quondam Queen, 
You have a father able to maintain you, 
And better 'twere you troubled him than France; 
Queen. Peace impudent and ſhameleſs Warwick, peace, 
Proud ſetter-up and pope down of Kings. 
I will not hence, till with my talk and tears 
(Both ful of truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy ſly conveyance, and thy lord's falſe love, 
| I Poſt blowing à horn within, 
For both of you are birds of ſelf ſame feather, 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is ſome poſt to us or thee, 
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There renounce higa, and return 0 Henry. 
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SCENE vi, 


Enter à Poſt. 


Paſt. My lord ambaſſador, theſe letters are for you: 
5 Nee [To Warwick. 
Sent from your brother, Marquis Montague. | 
Theſe from our King unto your Majeſty, [To K. Lew. 
And madam, theſe for you. [To the Queen. 
From whom I know not. | They all read their Letters. 
Oxf. I like' it well, that our fair Queen and miſtreſs 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick-trowns at his. 
Prince. Nay mark how Lewis ſtamps as he were nettled. 
I hope all's for the beſt. 0 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news? and yours, 
fair Queen? Is; 
een Mine ſuch as fills my heart with unhop'd joys, 
War. Mine full of ſorrow and heart's diſcontent. 
K. Lew, What! has your King married the lady Gray# 


And now, to ſooth your forg-ry and his, 


Sends me a paper to perſuade me patience? 
Is this th'alliance that he ſeeks with France? 


Dare he: preſume to ſcorn us in this manner? 


: Queen, Ijtold your Majeſty as much before; 

This proveth Edward's love and Warwick's honey. 
War. King Lewis, I here proteſt in fight of heay'n, 

And by the hope I have of heav'aly bliſs, 

That Fam clear from this miſdeed of Edward's : 

No more my King; for he diſhonours me, 

But moft himſelf, if he could ſee his ſhame. 

Did I forget that by the houſe of York 

My father came untimely to his death ? 

Did I tt paſs th” abuſe done to my niece? 


Did I impale him with the regal crown ? 


Did I put Henry from his native right ? 

And am I guerdon'd at the laſt with ſhame? _ 
Shame on himfelf, for my deſert is honour, 
And to repair my honour loſt for him, | 
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My noble Queen, let former grudges paſs, 

And henceforth | am thy true ſervitor ; 

1] will revenge his wrong to lady Bona, 

And rep'ant Henry in 12 former ſtate. ; 
Queen. Warwick, theſe words have turn'd my hafg 

0 Ive; | . 

And 1 forpive, and quite forget old faults, 

And joy that thou Berom'ft King Fenry's friend. | 
War. So much his friend, ay, his uflfeigned friend; 

That if King Lewis vouchſafe w furniſn us 

With ſoine ſew bands of choſen foldiers; 

F1! undertake to land them on our coafh 

And force thetyrant from his feat by war. 

Tis not his ne. made bride ſhall ſuecour him 

And as for Clarence, as my letters tell me, 

He's very likely now to fall from him, | 

For matching more for wanton luſt than honour, 

Or than for ſtrengtk and ſafery of our country. 
Bona. Drar brother, how ſhall Boza be reveng'd; 

But by thy help to this diſtreſſed Queen? 
Queen. Renowned Prince, how ſhall poor Zenry live} 

Unleſs thou reſcue him from foul ceſpair > 
Bona. My quat rel and this Eugliſh Queen's are one. 
War. And mine fair lady Bona joins with yours. 
k. Lew. And mine with. hers, and thine} and Mar: 
aret's. | F 

Therefore at laſt I firmly am refoly'd: 

You fhall have aid. | 

ern. Let me give humble thanks for allt once.“ 

Lew. Then England's meffenger return in poli} 


* 


And tell falſe EAtard, thy fuppoſed King, 


That Lewis of Frunci is ſending over maskers 
To revel it with him and his new bride, 
Theu ſeeſt what's paſt, go frar = King withal, 
Bona. Tell him, in bope hell 
mortly, b 


garla nd for his fake, | 
* kim, my mourning weeds are laid 
aide, 246 Fs 

And I aun ready to put armour 044 
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War. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore III uncrownhim ere't be long. 
There's thy reward, be gone. ; 2 Poaſf. 
K. Lew. But Warwick | : 
Thou and Oxford with fie thouſand men 
Shall croſs the ſeas, and bid falſo Edward battel : - 
And as occaſion ſerves; this noble Queen 
And Prince Ihall follow with a freſh ſupply. - 
Yet ere thou go, but anſwer me one doubt: 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? - 
War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant loyalty, - 
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree, 
I'll join my eldeſt daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith, in holy wed!ock bands. | 
Queen. Les agree, ard thank you for your motion 
Son Edward, ſhe is fair ard viruous, 6s | 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, ; 
That only Warwick's dabghter ſhill be thine. - 
Prince. Yes, I accept her, tor ſhe well deſeryes it : 
And bere to pledge my vow, I give my hand.” | 
Ee gives his hand to Warwick. 
K Lew, Why ſtay we now? theſe ſoldiers. ſhall be 
Kad thou lord Bourbon, our high admiral, [levy'd, - 
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet, 
I long till Edward fall by war's mifchance, 
For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 
2 [ Cxeunt. Manet Watwickf - 
" War. | came from Edward as ambaſſador, 
Bur I return his ſworn and mortal foe: - 
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war ſhall anſwer kis demand, 
Had he none elfe to make a ſtale but me? 
Then none but I ſhall turn his jeſt to ſorrow. 
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nd I'll be chief to bring him down again; 
bt that I pity Henry's miſery, — * 
But ſcek revenge on Edward's mockery... [Ex 
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ACT IV. SCBNE I. 
Changes to England. 

Enter Glouceſter, Clarence, Somerſet and Montage. 

Ge en n | 
O W tell me, brother Clarence, what 


Nee IN IG think you 
4 N 83 Of this new marriage wich the lady Gray ? 


70 Hath not our brother made a- worthy 


3 7 choice ? 
| PINT Clar. Alas, you know *tis far from 
— ; hence to Fance: | 

How could he ſlay till Warwick made return ? 


Som. My lords, forbear this talk: here comes the King. 


Flouriſu. Enter King Edward, Lady Gray as Queen, 
© Pembroke, Stafford, and Hiſtings :: Four ſtand on 
one ſide, and four an the ot her. | 


Slo. And his well-choſen bride. 
* Clay. I mind to tell him plainly what I think, 
wy _ Now brother Clarence, how like you our 
: choice, 
That You ſtand penſive as half malecontent? 
Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or th' Earl of 
Warwick, 
Which ate: ſo weak of courage, and in judgment, 
That they take no offence at our abuſe. 
K. Edww Suppoſe they take offence without a cauſe 3. 
They are but Lewi, and Warwick, I am Edward, 
© Your King ind Warwick's, and muſt have my will. 
Slo. And you ſhall have your will, becauſe our King. 
Yet. bsſty marriage feldom proyeth well.. 


K. Edu, 


df 


Would more have ſtrengthen'd this our commonwealth: 


Loet us be back'd with God, and with the ſeas, 


Slo. And yet methinks your grace hath not done well, 


. 
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K. Ede. Yea, brother Richard, you offended too: 
Slo. Not I; no: God forbid that I ſhould with 
Them ſevered whom God hath join'd together. 
Pity to ſunder them that yoke ſo well. 
K. Edw. Setting your ſcorns and your miſlike aſide, 
Tell me ſome reaton why the Lady Gray 
Should not become my wife, and England's Queen? 
And you too, S:m2rſer and Montague, 
Sal freely what you think. ä 
Clar. Then this is my opinion: that King Lewis 
Becomes your enemy for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 
Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now diſhonoured by this new marriage. 
K. Edu. What if both Lewis and Warwick be appeꝛs'd 
By ſuch invention as | can deviſe ? 


Mont. Vet to have join'd with France in ſuch alliance, 


Gainſt foreign ſtorms, than any home-bred marriage. 
Haſt, W hy, knows not Montagne that of it (elf 
Emgland is ſafe, if true within it ſelf 2 | 
Mont. Yes, but the ſafer when 'tis back'd with France. 
Haſt. Tis better uſing France, than truſting Frans, 


Which he bath given for fence impregnable, 
And with their , wm alone defend our ſelves: 
In them, and in our ſelves, our ſafety lies. 

Clar, For thts one ſpeech, lord Haſtings wel deſerves 
To have the heirof the lord Hungerford. 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will and grant, 
And for this once my will ſhall ſtand for law. 


To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 

Unto the brother of yonr loving bride. 

She better would have fitted me or Clarence; 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or elſe you would not have beftow'd the her 
Oft the lord Bon vill on your new wife's fon, 


And leave. your brothers to go ſyeed elſewhere. 7 
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K. Eu. Alas, poor Clarence! is it for a wife 
That thou art malecontent? I will provide thee, 

Clar. In ehuſing for yout ſelſ, your ſhew'd your judg⸗- 

ment; ; 

W hich being ſhallow, you ſhall give-me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf; 
And to that end I ſhortly mind to leave you. 

K. Edw. Leave me, or terry, Edward will be King; 
And not be ty'd unto his brother's will. 

La. Gray. My lords, before it pleas'd his Majeſty 
To raiſe my ſtate to title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muſt all confeſs 
That | was not ignoble of deſcent, | 
And meaner than my ſelf have had like fortune. 
But as this title honburs me and mine, 
So your diſlikes, to whom I wotld be Wn 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with ſorrow. . 
Ed. My love, forbear to fan upon their frowus; 
What danger or what ſorrow can befal thee, | 
So long as Edward is thy conftant friend, 
And their true Sov'raign whom they muſt obey? 
Nay whom they ſhall obey, aud love thee too, 
Jaleſs they ſeek for hatred at my hands: 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee ſafe, 
And they fhall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo, I hoar, yet ſay not much, bur think che more 


SCENE II. 


s Enter a Pos. 5 
K. Edw, Now meſſenger, what letters or what news - 


from France ? a ; 
Poſt; My Soveraign Liege, no letters and few words; . 
But ſuch as I (without y0ar ſpecial pardon) 6 9 
Pare not relate. | | 
N K. Edw. Go to, we pardon: thee : 
Jo tell their words, as near as thou canſt gueſs them. 
What anſwer makes King Zewrs to our letters} 
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Xing Bandy VI. 6; - | 
Poſt, At my depart, theſe were his very words; 4 
Go f kale Edtvars, thy ſuppoſed Kings, i 
That Lewis of France is ſending over maskery , 

To revel it with him and his new bride,” _ 
K. Edw, Is Eewis ſo brave? belike he thinks we 
Henry, 7 | 
But what dal lay Bom to my marriage? 

Poſt Theſe were her words, utter'd with mild diſdain: 
Tell him, in Hopes he“ prove a widower ſhortly, 

I' wear the willow gatland tor his fake. 

K. Ew, I blame not ber, ſhe could ſay little leſs; 
She had the wrong. But what ſaid Heury's Queen? 
For ſo Theard that ſhe was there in place. 

Poſt. — him (quoth ſhe) my mourning weeds are 

ne, i | 
And I am ready to put armour on. | 

R. Edw, Belike ſhe minds to play the Amazons * 
But what ſaid Warwick to theſe injuries: 

Poſt. He, more incens'd againſt your Majeſty 
Than all. the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe words; 
Tell him from me that he hath done me wrong 
And therefore Plkwnerown' him ere't be long. 

K. . N durſt the traitor breathꝭ our ſo proud 

words? | 
Well, I will arm me, being thus fore: warn'd s 
They ſhall have wars, and pay for their preſumption. 
But ſay, is Warwreck friends with Margaret: 

Pofl. Ay, gracivus Soveraign, they're fo link'd in 

' Hiendlhip, ü | 
The young Prince Edward marries Warwick's daugh- 

der. 

Clar. Belike the elder; Clarence will have the young: 

er. | 
Now brether King farewel, and fit you faſt, 
For I will hence to Warwick's other daughter, 
That though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to your ſelf, 
You that love me and Warwick, follow me; 


Exit Clazence, and Somerſet follows, 


le 
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# Glp. Not I: my thoughts aim at a further matter 
ſtay not for love of Edward, but the crown. | Aſide. 
K. my Clarence and Somerſet both gone to War- 

| wick 1 17 | 
Jet am I arm'd againft the worſt. can happen; 

And baſte is needful in this deſp'rate caſe! 

Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 

Go levy men, and make prepare tor war; 

They are already, or will ſoon be landed: 

My (elf in perſon will ſtrait follow you. 
ot 874% Ex. Pembroke and Stafford, 

But ere I go, Haſfings and Montague 

Reſolve my doubt : you twain of all the reſt 

Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance: 

Tell me if you love Warwick more than me? 

If it be ſo, then both depart to him: 

I rather wiſh you foes than hollow friends. 

But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give me aſſuranee with ſome friendly vow, 

That | may never have you in ſuſpect. 

Non. So God help Mentague, as he proves true. 
Haſt, And Haſtings, as he favours Edward's cauſe.. 
K. Edw.. Now, brother Richard, will you ſtand by 

us? | 
Glo, Ay, in deſpite of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
K. Edu. Why ſo, then I am ſure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence, and loſe no hour 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. { Exeunt; 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 


Enter Warwick and Oxf.rd in England, with French 
Soldiers, 


W RUS T me, my lord, all hitherto goes welle 
The common people ſwarm by numbers to us- 
L | 


Enter Clarence and Somerſet. 


But ſee where Somerſet and Clarence come; 
Speak ſuddenly my lords, are we all friends ? 
Clar, Fear not that, my lord. | | ie 
War. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto Warwick, 

And welcome Somerſet: I hold it cowardize 

To reſt miſtruſtful, where a noble heart 

Hath pawn'd an open hand in ſign of love. | 

Elſe might I think, that Clarence, Edward's brother, 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings. 
But welcome friend, my daughter ſhall be thing 
And now what reſis, but in night's coverture, 

Thy brother being careleſly encamp'd, 

His ſoldiers lurking in the town about, 

And but attended by a fimple guard, 
We may ſurprize and take him at our pleaſure ? 
Our ſcouts have found th? adventure very eaſie: 
That as Ulyſſes and ſtout Diomede 

With flight and manhood ſtole to Rheſus“ Tents, 

And brought from thence the Thracian fatal ſteeds; 
So we, well cover'd with the night's black mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard, 

And ſeize himſelf: I ſay not, ſlaughter him, 

For I intend but only to ſurprize him. 
You that will follow me to this attempt, | 
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader, 

. RP} | [They all cry Henry. 
Why then, let's on our way in ſilent ſort, 
For Warwick and his friend, God and ſaint George. 


[ Exenmg.. 
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SCENE IV- 
Enter the Watchmen to guard the King's Tent. 


I „ Fa on my maſters, each man take his 
| . ſtand : | | 
The Ring by this has ſet him down to ſleep. 

2 Watch. What, will he notto bed ? | 

1 Watch, Why no; for he hath madea ſolemn vow, 
Never to lye and take his natural reft, 
Till Warwick, or Himſelf be quite ſuppreſt. 

2 Watch. To- morrow then belike ſhall be the day, 
If Warwick be ſo near as men tepott. 

3 Watch, But ſay, I pray, what nobleman is that 
That with the King here reſteth in his tent? 

I m_ 'Tis the lord Haſtings, the King's chiefeſt 

ek 

3 Watch, O, is it ſo ? but why commands the King 
That bis chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While be himſelf keeps in the cold field? 

2 Watch, Tis the more hondut, becauſe the more 

dangerous. | 

3 Watch. Ay, butgive me worſhip and quietneſs, 
T like it better than a datig'rous honour. 
If Warwick knew in what eſtate he ffands, 
Tis to be dobbted he would waken bim. : 

1 Watch, Unleſs our halberds did ſhur up his paf- 


mail. Ay ; whetefote elfe guard we this royal 
rent, | | 
But to defend his'p&ſon from night-foes? . 


Enter Warwick; Clatence; Oxford; Sbritefrfet, ad 
French Soldiers, ile all. 


mur. This is his tent, and ſee where ſtands his 
guard: . > | 
Courage, my miafters : honott now or never! 
But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours, 
| 1 Watch, 


. 8 9 
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1 Watch, Who gots there? 
2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieſt. &y = 
[Warwick and the teſt cry all, Warwick! War- 
wick ! an ſet uhu the Guard, who fly, erythg 
Arms! Arms | Warwick au the reſt follow- 
ing them, 


The Drum benting, and Trumpet ſounding, 


Enter Warwick, Somerſet, and the reſt, bringing the 
Xing out in a gown, fitting in a chair; Glo er and 
Haftings flying over rhe Stage. 


Som. What are they that fly there 2 
War. Richard and Haſtikgs ; let them go, here is 
The Duke, | | ; 

K. Edw. The Duke! why Warwick, when W$ 


parted 
Thou call'dſt me King? 4 
War, Ay, but the caſe is alter'd. 
When you diſgrac'd me in my Ambaſſade, 
Then I degraded you from being King, 
And come now to create you Duke of York, 
Alas, how Hould you govern any kingdom, 
That know not how to uſe ambafſadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one wife, 
Nor how to uſe your brothers brotherly, 
Nor how to ſtudy for the people's welfare, 
Nor how to ſhrowd your ſelf from enemies? 
| K. Ew, Brother of Clarence, andwrt thou here too! 
Nay then I ſee that Eduard muſt needs down. | 
Vet Warwick, in deſpight of all miſchance, 
Of thee thy ſelt, aud all thy complices, 
1 Edward will always beat himſelf as Ring: 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my ſtate, 
My mind exceeds the compaſs of her wheel. 11 
. War. Then for his mind be Edward England's 
| King. 1 [Takes off his Crus, 
But Henry now ſhall wear the Engliſh crown, K* 
And be true King indeed; thou but a ſitadow. 


"% 


68 The Third Part of 


My lord of Somerſet, at my requeſt, t. 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 
Unto my brother Archbiſhop of York: . 
When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
In follow you, and tell you what reply 
Lewis and lady Bona ſent to him: 
Now for a while fa:ewel, good Duke of York, 
[They lead him out forcibly, 
K. Edu. What fates impoſe, that men muſt needs 
, abide 3 ' 
It boots not to reſiſt both wind and tide, [Exeunt, 
Of. What now remains, my lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our ſoldiers ? 
War. Ay, that's the firſt thing that we have to do, 
To tice King Henry from imprifonment, 
And ſee him ſeated in the regal Throne, [ Exexm. 


0 


r 
« ak. 


SCENE V. 
Enter Rivers, and the Lady Gray. 


Riv, M* DAM, what makes you in this ſudden 
change: | l 
La. Gray. Why brother Rivers, are you yet to learn 
W hat late mis fortune has betaln King Edward ? 
Riv. Wan lofs of ſome pitcht battel againſt Mar- 
WICK ? | | 
ITI. Gray. No, but the Toſs of his own royal perſon, 
+ © Riv. Then is my Soveraign ſlain? | 
La. Gray. Ay, almoſt ſlain, for he is taken priſoner, 
Either betray'd by falſhood of bis guard, 
Or by his foe ſurpriz'd at unawares : 
And as I further have to underſtand, 
Is now committed to.the Biſhop of York, 
Fell. Warwick's brother, and by that our foe, 
iv. Theſe news T miſt confeſs are full of grief: 
**Yer, gracious madam, bear it as you may; X: 
Warwick may loſe, that now hath won the day. 
* * W | La.Gray. 
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La. Gray. Till then fair hope muſt binder life's de. 
„ 
And ! the rack i wean me from defpair, 
For love of Edward's Off-ſpring'in my womb : 
This ist that makes me bridle in my p aſſion, 
And bear with mildneis my 1 ctoſs: 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 
And fp the riſing of blood- ſucking ſighs, 
Leſt with my ſighs or tears I blaſt or drown 
King Edward's fruit, true heir to th' Engliſh crown. 
. Riv, But madam, where is Warwick then become? 
"Ls. Gray. I am inform'd that he comes towards Ton- 
don, 

To ſet the crown once more on Henry's head: 
Gueſs thou the r: Rt, King Edward's friends muſt col 
But tGprevenrt the 2 hep 's violence, 
(For truſt not him that once hath broken faith,) 
I'll hence forthwith unto the fanctuary, 
To fave at lezſt the heir of Edward's right. 
There ſhall I reſt ſecure from force and fraud: 

Come therefore let us fly, white we may fly 
If Warwick take ue, we are ſure to die, [ Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 
InTORKSHIR EE, 


Enter Glouceſter, Lord Haſtings, and Sir mer 5 
Stanley. B 


'Glo, N O W my lord Haſtings, and Sir Willias 
Stanley, 


Leave off to wonder why I drew you hither, 

Into this chiefcſt thicket of the park. 

Thus ſtands the caſe : you know our King, my brother, 
Is pris'ner to the biſhop, at whoſe hands, 

He hath good uſage and great liberty, 

And often but attended with weak guard 


Ccmes 
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comes hunting this, way to diſpart himſelf. - 
I have advertis'd him by ſecret means, ; 

That if about this hour he make, this way 
Under the colour of his uſual game, | 

He ſhallhere nd his friends with horſe and men 
To ſet him free from his captivity, 


Enter King Edward, and 4 Huntſman with him. 
Hunt, This way, my lord, for this way lyes the 


ame. 
k. row. Nay this way, man, ſee where the huntſ⸗ 
| men ſtand, Wh H 
Now bro Gloſter, Haſtings and the reſt, A 
Stand you chus cloſe to Heal the biſhop's deer? M 
Glo. Brother, the time and cafe requjreth haſte; A. 


Your horſe ſtands ready at the park. corner. 
K. Edu. But whither ſhall we then: 


Haſt. To Lyn, my lord, B 
And ſhip from thence to Flanders. | I 1 
Glo. Well gueſt, belieye me, for that Was my_mean? Ry 
ing. | 
K. Eds. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardneſs, Fo 
Glo. But wherefore. ſtay.we ? tis no time to talls Ay 
K. Edw. Huntſman, what ſay'ſt thou ? wilt thou go CG 
along ? «NE IS, At 
Hunt, Better do ſo, than tarry and be hang'd, LY 
Glo, Come then away, let's ha' no more ado. By 
C or” . Biſhop farewel, ſhield thee from Warwick's — 
een ; ; 0 
Ard pray chat I may repoſſeſs the crown, [Exeunt, By 
Ar 
M. 


SCENE Fo 


% 


King MEN RX VI. 74 
—————ů 


SCENE VII. 
L ON DO. 


Enter Ring Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerfet, young 
Richmond, Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of the. 
Tower. $5 


K. Henry. M* Lieutenant, now that Sof and 
4 friends 

Have ſhaken Saugen irgm.the regal ſeat, 

And turn'd my captive ſtate to liberty, 

My fear to hope, my ſotrows uno joys; | 

At our enlargement what are thy due fees ? | 
Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their 

Sov'raigns, : OS 

But if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of yaur Majeſty. * {ae 
K. Henry. For what, lieutenaat? for well uſing me } 

Nay, be thou ſure III well requite thy kindneſs, 1 

For hat it made impriionment a pleaſure: * 

Ay, ſuch a pleaſure as incaged bird- 

Conceive, when after many moody thyughts, 

At laſt, by notes of houſhol1 harmony, 

They quite forget their loſs of liberty, 

But Warwick, after God, thou ſett'ſt ine free, 

And chiefly therefore I thank God und tuee ; 

| He was the author, thou the inſtrument. 

Therefere that I may,conquer fortune's ſpight, 

By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me, 

And that the people of this bleſſed land 

May not be punifh d with my thwarting ſtars; 

Warwick, although my head ſtill wear the crown, 

I here relign my government to thee, . 

For thou art fortynate in all thy deeds, 


. 
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ur. Lour grace hath till been ſam'd for virtuos, 
And now may ſeem, as wiſe as virtuous, 
By ſpying and avoiding fortune's malice, 
For few men rightly. temper with the ſtars : 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your grace, 
For chuſing me when Clarence is in place. 
1 Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway, 
F To whom the heav'ns in thy nativity 
f Adjudg'd an olive branch and lawrel crown, 
+ likely to be bleſt in peace and war; 
nd therefore 1 yield thee my free conſent. - 
Mar. And I chuſe Clarence only for Protector. 
K, oy, Warwick and Clarence, give me both your 
Ands, Fr | 
Now jou your  hinds, and with your bands, ycur 
Nei n 3 
That no diſſentlon hinder government. 
I make you both Protectors ot this land, 
While 1 my ſelf will lead a priva e life; 
And in devotion ſpend my latter days, 


To ſin's rebuke and my creator's praiſe. | A 
War. What anſwers Clarence to his S5v'raign's will? 
Clay. That he conſents, if Warwick yield conſent, 
For on thy fortune I repoſe my ſelf, A 
War. Why then, though loth, yet muſt | be content: 1: 
We'll yoak together, like a double ſhadow _ A 
To Henry's body, and ſupply his place; f Fi 
I mean, in bearing we ght of goyernment, 
While he er joys the honour, and his eaſe. | B. 
And Clarence, now then it is more than needful A 


Forthwith'that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor, 

And all his lands and goods confiſcated, 
Clar. What elſe ? and that ſucceſſion be determin'd. 
War, Ay, therein Clarence ſhall not want his part. 
K. Henry. But with the firſt of all our chief affairs, 


Let me intreat, for I command no more, Fo 
That Margaret your Queen and my ſon Edward An 

Be (ent for, to return from France with ſpeed, As 
For till I ſee them here, by doubtful fear Die 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. So 
83 WE . Clar. | WI. 
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Clar. It ſhall be done, my Sov'raign, with all ſpeed. 
K. Henry. = lord of ' Somerſet, what youth is that 
Of whom you feem to have fo tender care ? 

Som. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Richmond. 
K. Henry. Come hither England's hope: if ſecret 
powers | Lays his hand on his head. 

Suggeſt but truth to my divining thoughts, _ 
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliſs. 
His looks are full of peaceful Majeſty, 

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a ſcepter, and himſelf 
Likely in time to bleſs a regal throne, - 

Make much of hm, my lords, for this is he 
Muſt help you more, than you are hurt by me, 


Enter a Poſt. 


War, What news, my friend? 
Poſt, That Edward is eſcaped from your brother, 
And fled, as he hears ſince, to Burgundy. | 
War. Unſavory news; but how made he eſcape ? 
Poſt, He was tonvey'd by Richard Duke of Glo'ſter, 
And the lord Haſtings, who attended him, 
In ſecret ambufh on the foreſt fide, 
And from the biſhop's huntſmen reſcu'd him: 
For hunting was his daily exerciſe, ; 
War. My brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Sov'raign, to provide 
A ſalve for any ſore that may betide. [Exeunte, 


Manent Somerſet, Richmond and Oxford. 


Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's : 
For doubtleſs Burgundy will yield him help, | 
And we ſhall have mare wars befere't be long. 

As Henry's late preſaging prophecy SE 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Richmond, 
So doth my heart miſgive me, in theſe conflicts 
What may befal him, to his trarm and ours. 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worſt, 
D Forthwitk 
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Forthwith we'll ſend him hence to Britany, 
Till ſtorms be paſt of civil _— 
Oxf. Ay, for if Edward re-poſleſs the crown, 
Tis like — Richmond with the reſt ſhall down. 
Som. It ſhall be ſo; he ſhall to Britany. 
Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedily. JExeunt. 


0 


SCENE VIII. 
| Changes to York. 
Enter King Edward, Gloceſter, Haſtings, and Soldiers. 


R. Edu. OW brother Richard, Haſtings, and the 
b reſt, | 

Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 
And ſays that once more | ſhall interchange 
My wained ſtate for Henry's regal crown. 
Well have we paft, and now repaſt the ſeas, 
And brought deſired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravenſpurg, before the gates of York, 
But that we enter as into our Dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made faſt! brother, 1 like not this. 
For many men that ſtumble at the threſhold, 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw, Tuſh man, aboadments muſt not now af- 

{right us: 
fair or foul means we muſt enter in, 

Fer hither will our friends repair to us. 


Haft. My liege, I'll knock once more to ſummon | 


them, | 
zer on the Walls the Mayor of York and his Brethren, 
Mayor, My lords, we were fore-warned of your com- 
ing, 
Ard {hut * gates for ſafety of our ſelves; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 
K. Fdw, But maſter Mayor, it Henry be your King, 
Yet ward at the leaſt is Duke of Tork. 
; | Mayor, 


— 
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a True, my good lord, I know you for no 
els, 
K. Edw. Why, and I chalteyge nothing but my 
Dukedom, 
As being well content with that alone, 
Glo. But when the fox has once got in his noſe, 
He'll ſoon find means to make the body follow. 
[ Aſide. 
Haſt, Why, maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a 
doubt ? 
Open the gates, we are King Herry's friends, 
Mayor, Ay, ſay you ſo? the gates ſhall then be o- 
pen'd, [He deſcauds. 
Glo. A wiſe ſtout captain, and perſuaded ſoon, 


Haſt, The good old man would fain that all were 
well, 


So 'twere not long of him; but being enter'd , 
1 doubt not, T, but we ſhall ſoon perſuade 


Both bim and all his brothers unto reaſon. 


Enter the Mayor and two Aldermen. 


K, ** So, maſter Mayor; theſe gates muſt not be 
ut : 


But in the night, or in the time of war. 
What, fear not, man, but yield me up che keys. 
| [ Takes his keys. 


For Edward will defend the town and thee, 


And all thoſe friends that deign to follow, me. 


March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers. 


Glo. Brother, this is Sir John Montgomery, 
Our truſty friend, unleſs I be deceiv'd. 


K. Edu. Welcome, Sir John; but why come you | 


in arms? | - 
Mont, To help King Edward in his time of ſtorm, 
As every loyal ſubject ought to do. 


K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgem'ry : but we now 
forget | 
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Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our Dukedom, till God pleaſe to fend the reſt. 
Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again; 
T came to ſerve a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer ſtrike up, and let us march away. | 
[ The Drum begins a March, 
K, 9 ak Nay ſtay, Sir John, a while, and we'll de- 
ate 
By what ſafe means the crown may be recover'd. 
Mont. What talk you of debating ? in few words, 
If you'll not here proclaim yourſelf our King, 
I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone 
To keep them back that come ro ſuccour you. 
Why ſhall we fight, if you pretend no title 2 
Glo. Why brother, wherefore ſtand you on nice 
points ? 
K. Edw. When we grow ſtronger, then we'll make 
our claim : x 
Till then 'tis wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
Haſt, Away with ſcrupulous wit, now arms muſt rule. 
Slo. And fearleſs minds climb ſooneſt unto crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The bruit whereof will bring you many friends. 
K. Edu. Then be it as you will; for 'tis my right, 
And Henry but uſurps the diadem. | 
1 „ now my Soveraign ſpeaketh like him- 
elt, 
And now will I be Edward's champion. 
Haſt. ane Bag trumpet, Edward ſhall be here pro- 
claim*d 2 
Come, fe'low-ſoldicr, make thou proclamation. Flouri/h, 
Sold. Edward the fourth by the grace of God, King of 
England and France, and lord of Ireland, cc. 
Mont. And whoſoc'er gainſays King Edward's right, 
By this I challenge him to fingle fight. 
Throws down his Gauntlet. 
All. Long live Edward the tourth ! 
K. ROW Thanks, brave Montgomery; and thanks ts 
a 


I;: fortune ferye me, 11] requite this kindneſs. 


Now 
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Now for this night let's harbour here at York : 

And when the morning fun ſhall raiſe his car 

Above the border of this horizon, 

We'll forward towards Warwick and his mates; 

For well I wot that Henry is no ſoldier. 

Ah froward Clarence, evil it beſeems thee 

To flatter Henry, and forſake thy brother! 

Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick, 
Come on, brave ſoldiers, doubt not of the day: | 
And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. | £xeunt, 


— 


SCENE IX. 
Changes again to L ON DON. 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarence, 
| Oxford and Somerſet, ; 


HAT counſel, lords? Edward from Belgia. 
With haſty Germans, and b'unt Hellanders, 
Hath paſs'd in fafety through the narrow ſeas, 
And with his treops doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy people flock to him, 
K. Henry. Let's levy men, and beat him back again. 
Clary. A little fire is quickly trodden out, 
Which being fuffer'd, rivers cannot quench, 

War, In Warwickſhire I have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous-in peace, yet bold in war, | 
Thoſe will 1 muſter up; and thou, Son Clarexce, 
Shalt ſtir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and ia Kent, 

The knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
Thou brother Montagne, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſterſhire (ſhalt find 

Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command'ſt. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloy'd, 
In Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter up thy friends, 

My $Sov'raign, with the loving citizens, 

(Like to this [land girt with th' Ocean, 


War. 


2 
- 
* 
* 
1 
* 
4 
* 
U 
1,4 
3 
7 
a * 
81 
ä 
> 
24 
_ 


Shall 


78 The Third Part of 


Shall reſt in London, till we come to him: 
Fair lords take leave, and ſtand net to reply, 
Farewel my Soveraign. Z 
R. _ Farewel my Hector, and my Troy's true 
ope. 
Clar. In ſign of truth, I kiſs your Highneſs' hand. 
K Henry. Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate, 
Mont. Comfort, my lord; and ſo I take my leave. 
Of. And thus I ſeal my truth, and bid adieu. 
K. Henry. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Moniague, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 
War, Farewel, ſweet lords; let's meet at Coventry. 
Exeunt. 
K. Henry, Here at the palace will I reft a while. 
Couſin of Exeter, what thinks your lordſhip ? 
Methinks the pow'r that Edward hath in Led 
Should not be able to encounter mine. | 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the teſt. 
K. Henry, That's not my fear, my meed hath got 
me fame: | 
I have not ſtopt mine ears to their demands, 
© Nor poſted off their ſuits with ſlow delays ; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 
* My mildneſs hath ailay'd their ſwelling griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears. 
I have not been deſirous of their wealth, 
* Nor much oppreſt them with great ſubſidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter, theſe graces challenge grace 
And when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 
The lamb will never ceaſe to follow him. 
Shout within, A Lancaſter ! A Lancaſter! 
Zxe. Hark, kark, my lord, what ſhouts are theſe ? 


Enter King Edward and his Soldiers. 


K. Edw. Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Henry, bear him 
hence, 


And once again proclaim us King of England. 


You 
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You are the fount that make ſmall brooks to flow, 
Now ſtops thy ſpring, my ſea ſhall ſuck them dry, 
And ſwell fo much the higher by their ebb, 
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not ſpeak. 
| [Ex. with King Henry. 

And lords, to Coventry bend we our courſe, 
W here peremptory Warwick now remains, 
The ſun ſhines hot, and if we uſe delay 
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay, 

Glo. Away betimes before his forces join, 
And take the great-grown traitor unawares: 
B. ave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. 


[Exeunt. 


CTY SCENES Lk 


Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Meſſe n- 
gers and others upon the wall. 


WARk WICK. 


W HERE is the poſt that came from valiant ©x- 
ford ? | 


How far hence is thy lord, mine honeſt feliow ? 
1 Meſ. By this at Daunſmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our brother Montague ? 

Where is the poſt that came from Montague ? 
2 Meſ. By this at Daintry, with a puiſſant troop. 


Enter Somervile. 


m War. Say Semervile, what ſays my loving ſon? 
Ang by thy * how nigh is Clarence now ? 
Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
ou And do expe@ him here ſome two hours heace. 
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War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum; 
Somerv. It is not his my lord: here Southam lyes : 


The drum your honour hears, marcheth from War- 
wick. . . 


War. Who ſhould that be: belike, unlook'd for 
friends. 
gomer. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly 

know, | 


March, Flouriſh. Eurer King Edward, Gloceſter, and 
Soldiers, | 


K. 2 60 Go, trumpet, to the walls, and ſound a 
arle. 
Glo. dee how the ſurly War wick mans the wall. 
War. Oh unbid ſpight! is ſportful Edward come? 
W here ſlept our ſcouts, er how are they ſeduc'd, 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 
K. Edu. Now Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates, 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his 2 beg mercy ? 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſe outrages. 
War. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confeſs who ſet thee up and plack'd thee down, 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent ? 
And thou ſhalt till remain the Duke of York, - 
Glo, I thought at leaſt he would have ſaid the King, 
Or did he make the jeſt againſt his will? 
Var. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly gift? 
Glo. Ay by my faith, for a poor Carl to give: 
Vil do thee ſervice for fo good a gift. 
War. 'Twas I that gave the kingdom to thy brother, 
K. 2 Why then tis mine, if but by Varwich's 


War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight: 
And weakling, Warwick tabes his gift again, 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his ſubject. 
K. Edw. But Warwick's King is Edwards priſoner: 
And gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, 
What is the body when the head is off? 


Glo, 


9. 
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Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, 
But while he thought to ſteal the ſingle ten, 
The King was lily finger'd from the deck: 
You left poor Heurq at the biſhop's palace, 
And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower, 
K. Edu. Tis even ſo, yet you are Warwick till, 
Glo, Come Warwick, take the time, kreel down] 
kneel down : 
Nay when? ſtrike now, or elſe the iron cools. 
War. I'd rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 
Than bear ſo low a fail to ſtrike to thee, 
K. new: oy how thou canſt, have wind and tide thy 
riend, * 
This hand, faſt wound about thy coal-black hair, 
Shall, while thy bead is warm and new cut off, 
Write in the duſt this ſentence with thy bloo], 
IWind-changing Warwick now can change no more, 


. 
Enter Oxford, with Drum aud Cclours. 


War, O chearful colours, ſee where Oxford comes! 
Oxf, Oxford ! Oxford ! for Lancaſter ! | 
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 
K. Edw, So other foes may ſet upon our backs, 
Stand we in good array; for they no doubt 
Will iſſue out again and bid us battel: 
If not, the city being of ſmoll defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the traitors in the ſome, 
War. O welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 


Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours. 


Mont. Montague! Montague! for Lancaſter, 

Glo. Thou and thy brether both ſhall buy this treaſon 
Ev'n with the deareſt blood your bodies bear, 

k. Edw, The harder match'd, the greater victory, 


My mind preſageth happy gain and conqueſt. 
| Ds En 
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Enter Somerſet with Drum and Colours. 


Som. Somerſet ! Somerſet! for Lancaſler. 

Glo, Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerſet, 
Have ſold their lives unto the houſe of York, 
And thou ſhalt be the third, if this ſword hold. 

e - | 


Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 


War. And lo where George of Clarence ſweeps along, 
Of force enough to bid his brother battel : 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevails 
More than the nature of a brother's love. 
Come Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick call, 
Clar. Father of Warwick. know you What this means ? 
Look here, I throw my infamy at thee: 
] will not reinate my father's houſe, 
Who gave his blood to lime the ſtones together, 
And ſet up Lancaſter, Why, trow'ſt thou, Warwici, 
That Clarence is ſo harſh, ſo blunt, unnatural, 
To herd the fatal inftruments of war 
Againſt his brother, and his lawful King? 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy oath : 
To keep that oath were more impiety, 
Than Jep:hah's, when he ſacrific'd his daughter. 
am ſo ſorry for my treſpaſs made, 
That to deſerve well at my brother's hands, 
] here proclaim my felf thy mortal foe: 
With reſolution, whereſoe'er I meet thee, 
s I will meet thee, if thou ſtir abroad, ) 
To p'agi:e thee for thy foul miſ-leading me. 
And ſo proud-hearted Warwick I defie tbee, 
And to my brother turn my bluſhing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, 1 will make amends : 
And Richard, do not frown upon my faults, 
For 1 will henceforth be no more unconſtant. 
K. Edu. Now welcome more, and ten times more 
belov'd, , | 
Then if thou never hadſt deſerv'd our hate. 
Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is brother- like. 
rar. O paſſing traitor, perjur'd and unjuſt! 
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K. Edu. What Warwick, wilt thou leave the town 
and fight? 
Or ſhall we beat the ſtenes about thine ears ? 
War. Alas, Iam not coop'd here for defence: 
I will away towards Barnet preſently, 
And bid thee battel, Edward, if thou dar'ſt. vis 
K. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the 
way: | 
Lords to he field; St. George and victory. [ Exeunt, 


March, Warwick and his Company follow. 


SCENE III. 
© & & & & # 


Alarm and Excurſions. Enter E ward bringing forih 
Warwick wounded. | 


K. Edu. 00, lye thou there; die thou, and die our 
fear, 

For Warwick was a bug that ſcar'd us all. 

Now Montague ſit faſt, I Teek for thee, 

That /Farwick's bones may keep thine company. | Exit, 
ar. Ah, who is nigh? come to me, friend, or toe, 

And tell me who is victor, York, or Warwick ? 

Why ask I that? my mangled body ſhews, 

My blood, my want of ſtrength, my ſick keart ſhews, 

That I muſt yield my body to the earth, 

Ard by my fall, the conqueſt to my foe, 

Thus yields the Cedar to the ax's edge, 

Whole arms gave ſhe'ter to the prince'y eagle, 

Under whoſe ſhade the ramp'ng lion flept, 

W hole top-brauch over-peer'd Joe's ſpreacing tree, 

And kept low ſhrubs from winter's powuful wing. 

Thee eye; that now are dim'd with ceath's black veil, 

Have been as piercing as the mid-day fun, 

To ſearch the — treaſons of the world. 2 

The | 
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The wrinkles in my brow, now fill'd with blood, 
Were lik'ned oft to klug ſepulchres: 
For who liv'd King, but I could dig his grave? 
And who durſt ſmile, when Varwict bent his broy 2 
Lo, now my glory ſmear'd in duft and blood, 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Ev'n now forſake me; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length. 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and duſt > 
And live we how we can, yet die we muſt. 
Enter Oxford and Somerſet, 
Sem, Ah Warwick. Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our loſs again: 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiſſint power, 
Ev'n now we heard the news: ah, could'ſt thou fly ! 
War. Why then I would not fly. Ah Montague, 
If thou be there, ſweet brother, take my hand, 
And with thy lips keep in, my ſoul a while, 
Thou lov'ſt me not; for, brother, if thou didſt, 
Thy tears would waſh this cold congealed blood, 
That glews my lips, and will not let me ſpeak, 
Come quickly Montague, or I am dead, 
Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his laft, 
And to the lateſt gaſp cry'd out for Warwick : 
And ſaid, Commend me to my valiant brother, 
And more he would have faid, and more he ſpoke, 
Wu ch founded like a cannon in a vault, 
That might not be diſtinguiſh'd z but at laſt 
I well might hear deliver'd with a groan, 
O farewel Warwick. 
War, Sweetly reſt his ſoul! 
Fly lords and fave your ſelves, for Warwick bids 
You all farewel, to meet again in heaven. [ Dies, 
of. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great power. 
. [They bear away his Body, and Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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S CEN E IV. 


Flouriſh, Enter King Edward in triumph with Glou- 
ceſter, Clarence, and the reſt, 


K. Edw. T HU s far our fortune keeps an upward 
courſe, 
And we are grac'd with wreaths of victory. 
But in the midſt of this bright-ſhining day, 
I ſpy a black, ſuſpicious, threat'ning cloud, 
That will encounter with our glorious ſun, 
Ere he attain his eaſeful weſtern bed: 
I mean, my lords, thoſe powers that the Queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have arriv'd our coaſt, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 
Clar. A little gale will ſoon diſperſe that' cloud, 
And blow it to the ſource from whence it came, 
Thy very beams will dry thoſe vapours up; 
For every cloud engenders nota ſtorm. 
Glc, The Queen is valued thirty thouſand ſtrong. 
And Semerſet, with Oxford, fled to her. 
If ſhe hath time to breathe, be well aſſur'd 
Her faction will be full as ſtreng as ours. 5 
K. Edu. We are advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their courſe tow'rd Tewksbary, 
We having now the beſt at Barnet field, 
Will thither ſtraight, for willingneſs rids way: 
And as we march, our Rrength will be augmented 
In every county as we go along : 
Strike up the drum, cry courage, and away. [Exeunt. 
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SCENT YV, 


TEWXSBURY. 


March, Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerſet, 
: Oxford, and Soldiers. : 


Veen. RE AT lords, wiſe men ne'er fit and wail 
their loſs, 
But cheerly ſeek how to redreſs their harms. 
What theugh the maſt be now blown over-board, 
The cable broke, the hol4ing-anchor loſt, 
And half our ſailors fwallow'd in the flood ? 
Yet lives our Pilot ſtill. Is't meet that he 
Should leave the helm, and like a fearful lad 
With tear-ful eyes add water to the ſea, 
And give more ſtrength to that which hath toe mich: 
While in his moan the ſh'p ſplits on the rock, 
Which induſtry and courage might have fav'd ? 
Ah what a ſhame, ah what a fault were this! 
Say Warwick was our anchor; what of that? 
And Montague our top-maſt; what of him? 
Ous flaughter'd friends, the tackle; what of theſe ? 
'Why is not Oxford here another anchor ? f 
And Somerſet another goodly maſt ? 
The friends of France our ſhrouds and tacklings ſtil]? 
And though unskilfu] why not Ned and I 
For once allow'd the skilful pilot's charge ? 
We will not from the helm to fit and weep, 
But keep our courſe though the rough wind ſay no, 
From ſhelves and rocks that threaten us with wrack: 
As yoo to chide the waves, as ſpeak them fair, 
And what is Edward, but a ruthleſs ſea ? 
What Clarence, but a quick-ſand of deceit? 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock? 
All the ſe, the enemies to our poor bark. 


day 
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Say you can ſwim; alas, 'tis but a while; 

Tread on the ſand, why there you quickly fink; 
Beſtride the rock, the tide will waſh you off, 

Or elſe you famiſh, that's a three-fold death. 

This ſpeak I, lords, to let you underſtand, 

In caſe ſome one of you would fly from us, 

That there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers, 
More than with ruthleſs waves, with ſands and rocks, 
W hy courage then! what cannot be avoided, 

'Twere chil:!iſh weakneſs to lament, or fear. 

Prince. Methinks a woman of this valiant ſpirit 
Should, if a coward heard her ſpeak theſe words, 
Infuſe his breaſt with magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a' man at arms. 

I ſpeak not this, as doubting any here: 

For did l but ſuſpect a fearful man, x 
He ſhould have leave to go away betimes; 
Leſt in our need he might infect ancther, 
And make him of like fpirit to himſelf, 

It any ſuch be here, as God forbid, 

Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oxf. Women and children of fo high a courage 

And warriors faint ! why 'twere perpetual ſhame, 
Oh brave young Prince! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may'ſt thou live, 

To bear his image, and renew his glories, 

Som. And he that will not fight for ſuch a hope, 
Go home to bed, and like the owl by day, 

If he ariſe, be mock'd and wonder'd at. 

Veen. Thanks gentle Somerſet, (weet Oxford 

thanks. | 

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath nothing 

elſe. . 


—— * * 
$2,” 0, of r 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. Prepare you, lords, for F4ward is at hand, 
Ready to fight; therefore de reſolute. 


o. 
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Oxf. I thought no lels; it is his policy, 
To haſte thus faſt to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's dectiy'd, we are in readineſs, 
Queen. This chears my heart, to ſee your for: 
wardnels, 
Oxf. Here pitch our battel, hence we will not 


budge. 


SCENE VI. 


March, Enter Xing Edward, Gloceſter, Clarence, and 
Soldiers. 


. * rave followers, yonder ſtands the thorny 
wood, 

Which, by the heav'ns aſſiſtance and your ſtrength, 

Muſt by the roots be hewn up yet ere night, 

I need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For weil I wot, ye blaze, to burn them out: 

' Give ſignal to the fight, and to it, lords, 

Queen. Lords, Knights, and gentlemen, what I 

ſhould ſay 

My tears gain-ſay ; for every word I ſpeak, 

Ye ſee 1 drink the, water of my eye: 

Therefore no more but this; Henry, your Sov'raign, 

Is priſoner to the foe, his tate uſurp'd, 

His realm a ſlaughter-houſe, his ſubjects ſlain, 

His ſtatutes cancell'd, and his treaſure ſpent : 

And yonder is the wolf that makes this ſpoi!. 

You fight in · juſtice: then in God's name, lords, 

Be valiant, and give ſignal to the battel. | 


Alarm. Retreat, Excurſions. 


Re- Enter King Edward, Gloceſter, Clarence, exc, The 
Queen, Oxford, and Somerſet Priſoners. 


3 Edw. Now here's a period of tumultuous broils. 
Away with Oxord to Hammes caſtle ſtraight: ‚ 
41 e For 
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For Somerſet, oft with his guilty head. 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them ſpeak. 
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with werds. 
Som. Nor I, but ſtoop with patience to my fortune: 
| [ Exeunt. 
Queen. So part we ſadly in this troublous world, 
To meet with joy in ſweet Jeruſalem. 


K. Edw. Is proclamation made, that who finds Ed- 


: ward 
Shall bave a high reward, and he his life? 
Glo. It is, and lo where youthful Edward comes, 


Enter Prince of Wales. 


K. Edw, Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him 
ſpeak. 

W hat ? = lo young a thorn begin to prick? 

Edward, what ſatisfaction canſt thou make, 

For bearing arms, for ſtirring up my ſubjects, 

And all the trouble thou haſt turn'd me to? 
Prince. Speak like a ſubject, proud ambitious York, 

* that I am now my tather's mouth, 

Reſign thy chair, and wherel ſtand kneel thow, 

W hilſt I propoſe the ſelſ-ſame words to thee, 

W hich, traitor, thou wouldſt have me anſwer to: _ 
Queen. Ah! that thy father had been ſo reſolv'd, 
Glo. That you might ſtill have worn the pettievat, 

And ne'er have ſtola the breech from Lancaſter, 
Prince. Let Æſep fable in a winter's night, 

His curriſh riddles ſort not with this place. 

Glo, By heaven, brat, I'll plague ye for that word. 


Queen, Ay, thou waſt born to be a plague to 


men. 
Glo, For God's ſake, take away this captive ſcold, - 


Prince. Nay, take away this fcolding crook-back 


rather. | 


K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your 


tongue. 
Cla. Untucot'd lad, thou art too malapert. 


” - 


. Prince, 


m__ . 
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Prince, I know my duty, you're undutifal : 
Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George, 
And thou mi{ſ-ſhapen Dick, I tell ye all, 
I am your better, traitors as ye are: 
And thou uſurp'ſt my father's right and mine. 
Glo. Take that, thou likeneſs of this railer here: 
Es DIE | [ Stabs him. 
K. Edw. And takethou that, to end thy agony. 
| [E:w. Habs him. 
Clar. And there's for twit ing me with perjury. 
| [ Clar. flabs him. 
Queen. Oh kill me too! 


Glo, Marry, and ſhall, © [Offers to kill her, 
K. Edw. Hold Richard, hold, for we have done 
too much. an | | | 
Glo, Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the world with 
words ? 
R. Edu. What? doth ſhe ſwoon ? uſe means for her 
recov'ry. 


Glo. Clarence, excuſe me to the King my brother: 
I' hence to London on a ſerious matter. 
Ere ye come there, be ſure to hear ſome news. 
Clar. What? what? 
Glo. Tower, the Tower! [ Exit, 
Vene. Oh Ned, ſweet Ned / ſpeak to thy mother, 
; Eh 
Can'ft on not ſpeak 2 O traitors, murderers ! 
They that ſtabb'd Cæſar ſhed no. blood at all, 
Did not offend, and were not worthy blame, 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a man; this (in reſpect) a child, 
And men ne er ſpend their fury on a child. 
What's worſe than murtherer, that I may name it: 
No, no, my heart will burſt, and if I ſpeak——— 
And 1 will ſpeak, that ſo my heart may burſt. 
Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals, 
How ſweet a plant have you untimely cropt! 
You have no children, butchers, if you had, 
The thought of them would haye ftirr'd up remorſe; 
5 But 
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But N you chance to have a child, 
Look in his youth to have him ſo cut off, 
As deathſmen ! you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
K. Edu. Away with her, go bear her hence by 
force, | 


Queen. Nay, never beat me hence, diſpatch me 


here : | 
Here ſheath thy (word, I'll pardon thee my death: 
What? wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou, 
Clar. By heav'n, I will not do thee ſo much eaſe. 


Queen, Good Clarexce do, ſweet Clarence do thou 


do it. 
Clay, D dſt thou not hear me ſwear I would not do it? 
Queen, Ay, but thou uſeſt to forfwear thy ſelf: 
'Twas lin before, but now 'tis charity, 
What, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's butcher, 
Richard t hard-favour'd Richard, where art thou ? 
Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almsdeed, 
Petitioner for blood thou ne'er put'ſt back. 
K. Edu. Away, I ſay, I charge ye bear her hence, 
Queen. So come to you and yours, as te this Prince ! 
Exit Queen. 
K. Kdw, Where's Richard gone? 
Clar, To London all in poſt, and as I gueſs, 
To make a bloody ſupper in the Tower, | 
K. Edw, He's ſudden, if a thing comes in his head, 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common ſort 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to London: 
And ſee our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares, 


By this, I hope, ſhe hath a ſon for me. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE vi. 
 - The Tauer ef London. 


Bnter Ring Henry, and Gloceſter, with the Lieutenant 
Ee 0n the Tower walls, | 


Glo, 8 O OD day, my lord; what, at your book ſo 
hard ? | 
K. Henry. Ay, my good lord; my lord, I ſhould ſay 
rather, | 
'Tis: fin to flatter, good was little better: 
Good Glo'fter, and good devil, were alike, 
And both prepoſt'rous; therefore not good lord. 
Glo. Sir, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt confer. _ 
| . [Exit Lieutenant. 
K. 2 So flies the wreakleſs ſhepherd from the 
Wo 
So firſt the harmleſs flock doth yield his fleece, 
And next his throat, unto the butcher's knife. 
What ſcene ef death hath Roſcius now to- act? 
Gls, Suſpicion always haunts the guilty mind, 
The thief doth fear each buſh an officer, | 
K. Henry. Thebird that hath been limed in a buſh, 
With tremb/ing wings. miſ-doubteth ev'ry buſh, 
And I, the hapleſs male to one ſweet bird, 
Have now the fatal obje& in my eye, 
Where —5 poor young was lim'd, was caught and 
kill'd. 
Slo. Why what a peeviſh fool was that of Creet, 
That taught his ſon the office of a towl ? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd, 
K. Henry. I, Dedalus; my poor boy Icarus 
Thy father, Minos that deny'd our courſe; 
The ſun that ſear'd the wings ef my (ſweet boy, 
Thy brether Edward ; and thy ſelf, the ſea, 


Whoſe 


Whoſe envious gulph did ſwallow up his life. 

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not wich words; 

My breaſtcan better brookthy dagger's point, 

Than can my ears ch t tragick - hiſtor nr 

But wherefere daſk thou came, 1s't tor my life? 
Glo, Think'ſt thou I am an executioner? 

K. Henry, A perlecutor I am {ure theu art; 

If murth'ring innocents be executing, 

Why then thou art an executioner. N 
Glo. Thy ſon 1 kill'd for his. preſumption 
K. Henry. Hadftthou been kill d when fiiſt thou didſt 
"preſume, | |; | ls ee ware? 

Thou had'ſt not liv'd to kill aſon of mine? 

And thus I pr pheſie, that many a thouſand 

Which now miftruſt no parcel of my fear, 

And many an old man's ſigh, and many a widow's, 

And many an orphan's water-ſtanding eye, 

© Men for their ſons, wives for their hashand'sfate, 

© And orphans for their, parents timeleſs death, 

© Shall rue the hour that ever thou wall born. 

The owl ſhriek'dat thy birth, an evil fign 

© The night- crow cry'd, aboding luckleſs time; 

Dogs howl'd, and hideous tempeſts ſhook down trees; 

The raven rook'd her on the chimney's top, 

And chattering pyes in diſmal diſcords ſung : 

© Thy motherfelt more than a mother's pain, 

And yet brought forth leſs than a mother's hope, 

To wit, an indigeſted deform'd lump, 

Not like the fruit of ſuch a goodly tree. 5 

Teeth hadſt thou in thy head when thou waſt born, 

To ſigniſie thou cam'ſt to bire the world : 

And if the reſt be true which I have heard, 

Thou cam'ſt 


Glo, I'll bear no more: die, prophet, in thy ſpeech, 
[ Stabs him, 


For this, amongſt the reſt, was I ordain'd, 


K. Henry. Ay, and for much more ſlaughter after 
this 


© God! forgive my ſins, and pardon thee. Dia. 
3 Gle, 
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Glo, What will th' aſpiring blood of Lancaſter 
Sink in the ground? I thought it would have mounted 
See how my {word weeps Br the poor King's death! 
O may ſuch purple tears be alway ſhed 
From thoſe who wiſh the downfal of our houſe. 
If any ſpark of life be yet remaining, 
Down, down to hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither, 

\ |[Stabs him again, 

I, that have neither pity, love, nor fear, 
Indeed 'tis true that Henry told me of : 
For I have often heard my mother ſay 
T came into the world with my legs forward. 
Had | not reaſon, think ye, to make baſte, 
And ſeek their ruin that uſurp'd our right? 
The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd 
O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with teeth! 
And ſo 1 was, which plainly ſignify'd 
That I ſhould ſnarle, and bite, and play the dog: 
Then ſince the heav'ns have ſhap'd my body ſo, 
Let hell make crook'd my mind to anſwer it. 
I have no brother, I am like no brother, 
And this word [love] which grey beards call divine, 
Be refident in men hke one another, ö 
And not in me: I am my ſelt alone. 
Clarence beware, thou keep'ſt me from the light, 
But I will ſort a pitchy day for thee: 
For I will buz abroad ſuch prophecies, 
That Edward ſhall be fearful of his life, 
tend then to purge his fear I'll be thy death. 
King Henry, and the Prince his ſon, are gone, 
Elarence thy turn is next, and then the reſt; 
Counting my ſelf but bad, till I be beſt, 
I'll throw thy body in another rom ; 
And triumph, Henry! inthe day of doom, [Exi-. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Enter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Gloucefter, 
Haſtings, Nurſe, and Attendants. 


K. Edw. O NCE more we fit on England's royal 
.. throne, 
Re purchas'd with the blood of enemies: 
What valiant foe-men, like to autuma's corn, 
Have we mow'd down in top of all their pride? 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, three-fold renown'd 
For hardy-and undoubted champions : 
Two Clifferds, as the father and the ſon; 
And two Nerthumberlands; two braver men 
Ne'er ſpurr'd their courſers at the trumpet's ſound, 
With them the two brave bears, Warwick and Montague, 
That in their chains fetter'd the Kingly Lion, 
And made the foreft tremble when they roar'd. 
Thus have we ſwept ſuſpicion from our ſeat, 
And made our footſtool of ſecurity. 
Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs my boy: 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and my ſelf 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter night, 
Went all a-foot in ſummer's ſcalding heat, 
That thon might'ſt re · poſſeſs the crown in peace; 
And of our labours theu ſhalt reap the gain. 
Glo. I'll blaſt his harveſt, if your Seer were laid, ¶ Aſide. 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world. 
This ſhoulder was ordain'd ſo thick, to heave, 
And heave it ſhall ſome weight or break my back; 
Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. 
K. Fdw. Clarence and Gloſter, love my lovely Queen; 
And kifs your princely nephew, brothers bak 
Clar. The duty that I owe your Majeſty 
I ſeal upon the lips of this fweet babe. 


K. Edw. Thanks noble Clarence, worthy brother, _ 
thanks, | 


Slo- 
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Glo. And that love the tree fromwhence thou ſprang'ſt. 
Witrefr the loving eie I give the fruit. 
To ſay the truth, ſo Judas kiſs'd his maſter, [ Aſide, 
And cry'd, all hail, wh n as he meant all harm, 
Edu. No am I ſeated as my ſoul delights, 
Having my country's peace and brothers loves. 
Clar. What will your grace have done with Margaret ? 
Reignier ber father to the King of France _ + 
Hath pawn'd the Sicil- and Jeruſalem 
And hither have they ſent it for her ranſom, 
EK. Edu, Away with her, and waft her bence to Fance. 
And now what reſts but that we ſpend the time 
With ſtately triamphs, mirthful comick ſhows, 
Such as befit the pleaſure of the court? 
Sound drums and trumpets, farewel ſow'r annoy, 
For here I hope begins our laſting joy. ¶ Exeunt omnes. 
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